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OR, 
HIS LAWFUL WIFE. 


A Woman's Heart History. 


BY RETT WINWOOD, 
AUTHOR OF ‘““WAS SHE A WIFE?” “4 BRIDE 
AT SIXTEEN.” ‘ WIFE OR WriDoy?” 
ETC., ETC., ETC, 


CHAPTER I. 
HUSBAND AND WIFE, 


Think’st thou that I could bear to part 
With thee, and learn to halve my heart? 
: —BYRon, 
tT was one of those perfect October days 
when the air one breathes seems like a draught 


“sary FOOL!” MUTTERED THE WATCHER. 
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| Jost its subtle charm. 


of ambrosia, every breath that fans the cheek a | 
In the vine-clad_porch, of a pretty cottagé 
ornée, overlooking Lake George, sat Neria Gor- 
don. She was gazing dreamily at the landscape 
spread before her, It looked like a picture. 
Sca:ce a ripple stirred the placid bosom of the 
lake, which lay burning and darkening like a 
burnished shield in the yellow sunlight, The 
forests were brilliantly tinted with scarlet and 
gold, and a soft, purplish haze rested lovingly 
upon the encircling hills. i 
Every day for six months the young girl had 
beheld. nearly the same s-ene, but it never 
Every Jeaf and blade 
of grass was precious to her soul; for was it not | 
here she had tasted the crowning happiness of 


| her |. fe? 


A gentle sigh heaved her bosom. ‘‘I wonder 
if | all be so happy anywhere else?” she mur- 
mured, in a dreamy tone. 

At this moment a step stirred the gravel, and | 
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@ young man came slowly along a path leading 
from the lake. Neria sprung up to meet him. 

‘*T have been thinking what a delightul sum- 
mer we have spent here, Lawrence,” she said. 
“T am so sorry it is over.” 

The young man threw himself into a seat. 
He was a handsome fellow, tall, neavy limbed, 
with one of those brilliant dark faces women 
find so attractive. 

** Does if pain you to think of going away?’ 
he asked. 

‘Ob, very much.” + 

He looked at her eaverly, the troubled frown 
that bad wrinkled his brow u moment before 
vanishing qiute away. 

“fam glad you like the place, Neria,” said 
he. “16 is healthy and retired—all that is 
charming, There is nothing to hinder us from 
making it our permanent home, if you feel so 
disposed.” : 

She looked. up quickly, the plan was so dif- 
ferent from any he had ever made before, 


“MEN ARE TREACHEROUS, AND SO YOU WILL YET DISCOVER.” 
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“Do you think it could be managed, Law- 
rence?” 
. _  Rasily. Mrs. Gross, our Jandlady, would be 

delighted to have you remain, If you wish, I 
will settle the matter with her at once.” , 

“But would you like it?” 

“*T?” he echoed, with an embarrassed laugh. 
“Oh, yes. It would boa delightful retreat to 
which to hie from the cares and bustle of the 
world. It would 
We would see much less of each other than we 
ao now—that is the only drawback.” 

Something in the words and tonestruck a sud- 
den chill tothe young girl’: heart. 

“You do not mean to say, Lawrence, that 
‘you would go away even for a day, and leave 
me behind?” she faltered. - , 

- “Why not?” hoanswered, impatiently. ‘‘ You 
and I cannot expect always to be together as 
we are now, Neria. It would be delightful; but 
out of the question. I have my business to 
look after, and could not afford to let it suffer.” 

‘“*Must we be separated, dear husband? Is it 
really necessary?” she asked, her sweet lips 
quivering, her upturned face full of pathetic 


pleading. ’ 

“Pm afraid so, darling. But don’t look so 
broken-hearted. I shall be with you all that is 
possible. You may expect to see me every 
week. But our holiday is over. I have been 
thinking for some time of telling you so, I 
have been idle too long already, and must go 
back to my work.” 

‘* Are we so very poor?” 

“Poor enough,” be answered, dropping his 
eyes rather than mect her clear, honest gaze. 

‘No matter. That need not separate us. I 
am young’and strong; 1 eouid go with you and 
help about your work, whatever it may be,” 

‘* Impossible!” 


“Why? I would like it, and I am quick to 


learn.” 

Then, 
added; 

‘What is your business, Lawrence? You 
never told me.” ; i : 

_ “You would not understand, darling. I did 
not wish to trou! le you with wearisome details, 
t,t us talk of something else.” 

Neria sighed. These evasions perplexed and 
troubled ber. It almost seemed as though her 
lhushand had something to conceal. 

Lawrence bimself broke the brief silence that 
ensued, saying, in a tone of affected careless: 
ness: 

‘You and I have been married for half a 
year, but it is singular how little we know of 
each other’s history. I do not remember ever 
having heard you speak of your relatives, or 
early friends.” 
| Neria changed color. 

“‘T had reasons for being silent,” she said, in 
alow voice. ‘*The lines have not always fallen 
“to me in pleasant places. The names that 


still looking at him steadily, she 


should have been ‘sweetest to my lips were the 


most difficult to utter. Forgive me, Lawrence. 
One of these days you shall hear all there is to 
tell.’ pre ; e 


i“ Why not now?” ho tiem 

‘« Bs patient a little longer,” she pleaded. 

Lawrence gazed at her uneasily. It was very 
str.nge whaé had so turned her against her 
on kin she could not endure even to mention 
them. ' 

‘‘ What does it matter, after all?’ ho said to 
himself, half angrily. ‘‘1f there: has been any 
seandal or crime, I would rather never be told.” 
_ Geotly drawing her to him, be added aloud: 

“Let me tell you why 1 referred to your 
friends and early life, You wil be lonely with 


m;away. The thought sugg sted itself that |, 


\ uimight be happier surrogude i by those you 
ud known and prized in childhood—”—. 

. ‘No,” she passionately interrupted. “ You 
are the only person I love in all the wide earth. 
Dont talk of a se x ] 
Wherever yon go I will follow. \ 
dens fall upon ou shoulders I will help you 
bear. .No one could take your place, or console 
_ me for your absence.’ Ob, 
break mv heart by leaving me 
go away ? ¥ 


my leve, do not 
bebind y 


The young man looked both pleased and an- 

have won a love 

like this, however troublesowe it might eveatu- 
> fier 


~noyed, It was something to 


ally prove. 


i - ry b> 
*Poolish child,” he whispered, gently caress: 


; 7. 


mutter so to hearts But, take courage; Poa | 


ing ber. “1 did not dream vou would tak 


never lenve you,” 


At ths imoment he meant it. Neria’s distress 
and clinging affection bad touched his callous 


. heart. 


‘| will be true to her, whatever may come of 


lease me above all things. | 


ation; I could not bear it. | 
hatever bur-. 


when you 


- =a, “ 


BA ah cakes ee 
A MAN’S SIN. 


it,” he thought, yielding to the generous impulse 


that came over him. 

Just then Mrs. Gross, who was gathering 
herbs in the little kitchen garden not far away, 
came in sight’ of the young couple sitting on 
the porch. A frown wrinkled the *woman’s 
brow. Her own lifebad been soured by trouble 
and disappointment, and it made her envious to 
witness the happiness of others. 

* Billing and cooing as usual,” she muttered. 
“T wonder how much longer it will last?” 

She stood up, peering curiously through the 
vines. A pretty pink flush had kindled in 
Neria’s cheek, and her head rested confidingly 
against her husband’s shoulder. 

“Silly fool?’ muttered the watcher. ‘‘ Men 
are all base and treacherous at heart, and so 
you will yet discover.” _ 

Mrs. Gross had always felt lurking doubts of 
Lawrence Gordon’s sincerity. Six months be- 
fore he had brought Neria to her cottage, a 
bride. They had idled the whole summer away 
in this self-imposed seclusion. Many points on 
the lake weré gay with summer Visitors, but the 
young couple never received visitors, or left the 
immediate neighborhood. 

“*Mr. Gordon isa man of the world; itis not 
natural for him to live so retired,” thought the 
woman. “Something is radically wrong, you 
may be sure.” 

At this moment a boy came up the path with 
a letter. Lawrence snatched it eagerly, and 
rising from his seat, advanced a little nearer 
the clump of bushes behind which Mrs. Gross 
stood, before breaking the seal. 

There were two envelopes, the inner sealed 
and post-marked like the other. Mrs. Gross 
caught a plomentary glimpse of the name on 
the envelope that had been inclosed, and almost 
cried aloud. She felt absolutely certain it was 
not Lawrence Gordon! 

What did it mean? While she stood motion- 
less, Lawrence broke the second seal. A mut- 
tered imprecation fell from his lips. He read 
the letter uwice over, then tearing it across, 
thrust the fragments into his pocket, and strode 
away. 

The woman looked after him, her thin lips 
tightly compressed, It was easy to see that he 
had been greatly disturbed. 

““‘T would give my right hand to know what’s 
in that letter!” she muttered. ig 


CHAPTER II, 
. GONE! 
‘ Oh, had he ever loved, be would have thotight 
’ The worst of tortures bliss, to silent parting. 
= —CIBBER. 
Nerta’s slumbers were broken and disturbed 
that night. An’ indefinable foreboding that 
could not be skaken off, sleeping or waking, 
had taken possession "of her mind. Once she 
awakened with ‘the dreary sense of being left 
alone, forsaken, - 


‘* Lawrence, where are you?” she cried, aloud. 


The touch of his lips upon ber cheek answered_ 


her. Clinging to his neck, shé burst into hys- 
terical tears. f wed 


“IT bave had such a wretched dream! I} 


thought you had gone away and left me.” 

iM Silly child, he said, half-impatiently. 
** You must e been worry 
the conversation we held this afternoon.” 


“Yes, I could not help it, Lawrence. I am 


nervous and hysterical to-night. The feeling is | 
; dful is 


strong upon me that semething drea 
about to-oceur.” ; ee é 


‘Nonsense. You need a soothing draught to y' 


quict your nerves. Tam going for one.” _. 
He was absent some time. Neria drank 
eagerly the mixture that had been prepared. ~ 
-*Liwrence, how good you are,” she mur- 
mt ed, hfting her eyes lovingly to his face. 
Te onl be ungrateful il to fear any wrong at 
anes. % 
vo turned hastily aw } 
window, Was it fancy?—or did his face really 
look paltid.and haggard in the uncertain light, 
Neria looked after him anxiously, but before 
sha could make up her mind on this point a 
strange drowsiness stule over her, benumbing 
every faculty, and she fell fast asleep. 
The October sunshine was streaming in at the 
window in a flood of gold, and a solitary bird, 


> Pe 
away, going to the open 


/perch+d on the baleeny without, was singing 
matin song when she awoke, : 


he hour was late. Finding herself alone, 


Neriamudo a has'y toilet; and hurried below, 


Tue little peren where Lawrence smoked his 
morning cigar was vacant, and she ran through 
the silent hall, eallirg his name. : 

Mrs. Gross was inthe dining-room giving a 
few last touches to the breakfast-table. 


ing yourself over 


_ |else is to help and counsel you? 


Se eee 


' “ Where is Mr. Gordon?” Neria asked. 

The woman looked up quickly. 

: “He has not been down this morning, un- 
ess— ae 

‘Unless what?” cried Neria, alarmed by her 
hesitation. ‘‘Speak out.” 

‘*T found the front door standing open when 
Icame down-stairs, and Mr. Gordon’s hat and 
coat were gone from the rack.” 

‘He has gone for an early walk,” the young 
girl said, but flew back to her chamber, not 
mere why she went, or what she expected 

0 find. 

A glance told her that many of his little be- 
longings were missing from the room. On the 
dre’sing-case, with a newspaper thrown care- 
lessly over it, Jay-a small packet addressed to 
herself. She had quite overlooked it before go- 
eee : 

eria’s heart beat almost to suffocation as 
she tore the ba a asunder. A letter fell 
out, and a roll of bank-notes. Everything 
swam before the girl’s eyes for a moment, and 
she sat down, her forehead covered with heavy 


one 

‘Read the letter,” said a husky voice at her 
elbow. ‘That will tell you whether the wretch 
has gone.away for good.” 

It was Mrs. Gross who spoke. She had fol- 
lowed the girl up-stairs, and divined all at a 
glance. 2 

Quite mechanically Neria obeyed. 
thus: 

“T have received an imperative stmmons that — 
calls me from your side fora time. After our con. 
versation of yesterday, it seemed wiser to go with- 
out any words of adieu. Remain with Mrs. Gross 
until you hear from me again. You will be liberally 
provided for. While I live you shall never want for 
money, or a friend. LAWRENCE.” 


The letter fell to the floor, Neria sat fora 
while with her hands clasped over her face, not 
knowing or caring that Mrs. Gross had picked 
up the crumpled sheet, and was eagerly devour- 
ing every word. 

he felt incredulous, benumbed. Was it 
sible this cruel Jetter had been written to for, 
and by him—the husband she had loved so de- | 
votedly and trusted so entirely? 

No, no! She could not believe it. Lawrence 
was incapeble of such heartless conduct. It 
ded be a jest to try the strength of her affec- 

ion, ‘ 

The harsh, rasping voice of Mrs. Gross broke 
in upon her reflections: ; 

‘‘ And so the villain has deserted you, madam? 
I half, expected he would; but the erisis has 
come sooner than I looked for it.” 

Neria lifted her dazed eyes to the woman’s 
face. She scarcel 


It. ran 


7 
iy 


But— p Eo oath tothe teen 
ae peal cry broke from the’lips of the wretch- 
Hush oh; hush!” — ; 
“You had better let me speak, miss. Who 
I was about to 
say that I shall not drive you from the house, 
as almost anybody else would do under the cir- 
cumstances. I cannot help feeling some com- 
passion for one so wantonly betrayed. For the 
present you can remain as though nothing bad 
happened, and we. will decide-together what 
course had better be pursued in the future.” 
‘The forsaken one sprung up wildly, clasping 
both nands to-her forehea 
“Leave me,” she cried. ‘For pity’s sake go 
away! Give me time to think my troubleover. 
I feel like a madwoman.” 
‘She looked it, with ber hollow cheeks and 
burning eyes. Mrs. Gross’s heart was vot all 


adamant; after hesitating a moment she silent-. - 


ly I-ft the room, 


Neria tried to think calmly and connectedly. 


In vain. Her brain burned, her mind wande 


ee. 


ea | 


in a 


Lawrence bad really gone and left her. i 
“dt eannot be,” she meaned. ‘*He loved me 
uly, he was my lawful husband, no matter 

what Mrs. Gross may say. Something very 

strange has happened to call him away, but he 
has not willfuily deserted me.” 


— letter that said so much! 


Into a deep, unnatural sleep. Had he heen 
base enough to drug her in order to ship away 
uud-t+ ected? 

* No, no,” sae cried aloud. 

Rousing herself at last, she slowly and prin- 


‘Kitchen where Mrs. Gro-s was going ebout the 
occurred, 


“Lam suffering terribly. Who ksows but 
S0mne direful misfortune bas befallen my hus- 
nd, and he wrote that letter simply to blind 
_ 2nd mislead me I am going to Glentown, 
ere may be news of him at the hotel where 
16 some.imes stops. Ob, Mrs. Gross, I am so 
Weak—hel» me to'get there, and—and—” 
She sunk into a chair with such @ deathly 
ce that toe woman was thoroughly fright- 
. ' meat teri 
‘* My poor child, try to bear un,” she cried 
I’; an absurd idea you've taken into your 
head, but I'll do what I can. Vl. call Rub, and 
® shi) drive you over at once.” ’ 
Rob” was the, hired man. A few minutes 
Jater Neria found herself en route for tne vil- 
lage, seated by bis side. 
On reaching the ‘hotel, she sent immediately 
for the landlord. He came smilingly to meet 
er, the start of surprise he gave being an in- 
velontary tribute t. ber youth and beauty. 
_ “Tam here to inquire for my husband,” she 
Sid, keeping her vuice steady by a powertul 
effort. * Perhaps you can tell me something.” 
_ Pardon me; { have not the honor of know- 
Ing madam—” } 
|! am Mrs, Lawrence Gordon.” 
ae te: peng low, * Ah, indeed! Yes, your 
bit “88 here quieearly in the morning, 


‘ 
‘Where is he ” : : 
atv heb proaee now?” Neria demanded, just 


aD a He left for Albany some three hours 


Ths poor soul shrunk back, as thou 
; ‘k, gh he had 
smck ade he words confirmed her worst 
nis Pi ride cume to her rescue, however. 
Xud not answer to let the man see what she 
suffered, ; 
; i—I—wished to see Mr. Gordon again hefore 
| © “ent,” she faltered, feeling that some excuse 
or her presences there was nece-sary.. 
rew ng her vail over her tace, she passed 
out, The shudder that ran through her frame 
escaned the man’s notice, Little did he dream 
wla5a broken and bleeding beart his beautiful: 
suest carried from his presence. 


CHAPTER IIL. 
THE AGONY OF SUSPENSE. 

fam not mad; too well, too we!l I feel 
/ The differen: plague of each calamity. 
’ ates —SHAKESPEARE, 
" ' explanation was necessary to 
Beg Gross of the result of the mission to 

‘ © came out, the moment the ear- 


“woup befo 4 
kindness ais the door, and with some 


r rte by the 
take itso to heart,” cai : 
if young girls bay Said she, . ‘ 
iage, ans left much 
Mr Gordon—it worse off than 


a 


‘* horror, anguish and. 

‘) Neria’s lips. 

do youmean? How dare you doubt 
iy of my marriage with Lawrence 


ive from what I know, and have seen,” 
cool response. ‘‘A man does notleaye 
‘wi wife in the free and easy fashion Mr, 
has tvken to rid himselfot you.” 
wre bound to each other by every tie, 
_)? divine,” declared Neria, trembling 
‘Scitement 
be you will be able to prove it, my 


é 


i 
hep? 


: os «tis easily done. We were married in New 

Stlansy after an acquaintance of only six 

o evks. 1 was living as foverness in the family 

Fre Planter atthe time. My husband brought 

ie here'immediately. We have remained with 

“ty _Youever since, Oh, there can be no doubt but 
5 
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“, 
he a 
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in a wild chaos. She could not realize that 


And yet, there was the evidence of the letter | 
She recalled, too, | 
the sootni: g draught that had caused her to fall | 


fully made her way down-stairs to the tidy | 
Mornivg’s work as though nothing unusual had | 


** There hes been some mistake,” she panted. | 


It | 


7s 


A MAN'S SIN. _ 
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, Lawrence Gordon had stolen the certificate, the 
fact proved that he had dealt with this hapless 
girl with a studied treachery of whish she had 
deemed hin incapable. 

‘*Never mind the loss of that bit of paper, 
miss,” said she, with an effort to console. ‘It 
| was of no earthly use, I imagine.” 

But, Neria gave no heed. She sat with both 
| hands pressed tightly to her temples. 
‘“Why did he take it?’ she. moaned. ‘‘ Why 
: covld he not even Jeave me:that ?” 

Mrs. Gross stood looking compassionately at 
the strickes creature a moment, then drew 
nearer as though she had taken a sudden reso- 
lution. ; 

“There's something you ought to know, miss; 
it would be no kindness to keep it from you 
now, and may help to throw some light on Mr: 
Gordon’s shameful conduct. After you!were 
gone, this morning, I went into the garden to 
gather vegetables four dinner, and found the 
fragments of a letter lodged in the grass. I 
have read it, and advise you to do the same.” 

Neria mechanically took the slip of paper the 
woman offered. It had been torn straight 
across, leaving a portion out of the middle of 
the letter, which was without beginning or end. 

This is what was said, written in a woman’s 
hand: » 

“Your friends are inquiring for tt every day, 
and even I do not know where to address @ line save 
through your favorite club. Positively, this state 
of affairs shall not continue., Unless you soon pre- 
sent prance in proper person, I shail set out by 
myself to find you and learn the.cause of your mys- 
terious disappearance. : 
i ‘Tt is high time, too, that you had established 
matters on a surer footing with Mrs. Faunce’s beau- 
| 


tiful prot’géée. She loves you, and is secretly griey- 
ing over your continued absence. Sbe will inherit 
the whole of the old lady’s tmmense wealth. It 
would be folly tosuffer such a prize to slip through 
your fingers. We have nearly reached tue end of 
our tether, and something must be done quickly un- 

' less you wish to see absolute ruin stare you in the 
face. Since it isin the books that you must marry 

| an heiress orbe reduced to be gary, it might bette 
a thousand times be this one than another.” * 


Whaat followed had been torn away,  Neria 
crushed the fragment in her band. There could 
| be no doubt but this letter bad been written to 


her husband, He had received it the night be- 
| fore, and it was this that had taken him away! 

Mrs. Gross, meanwhile, was attentively scan- 
ning the young girl’s face. - ; 

‘“T’'m going to give my version of this affair,” 
she said grimly. ‘‘ You can take it for what it 
is worth. Mr. Gordon is a man of the world, 
and such persons hever give a second thought to 
wrecked lives or broken hearts, ,He. has had 
his holiday, and you've seen the last of bim. 
You might as well be reconciled to give him up. 
He has gone back to bisaristocratic friends, and 
will doubtless marry the heiress who has been 
selected for him.” 

Mrs, Gross did not intend to be eruel; she only 
wished to prepare the girl for the inevitable. 
Great was her surprise aud consternation, there- 

| fore, to see ber start up suddenly with a long, 
shuddering cry, and fall insensible. 

All that day and night Neria lay dike one 
| dead. She did not moan or weep—only a faint 
| fluttering breath showed that she lived. 

By the time morning dawned, she had gath- 
ered a little strength, however. When Mrs. 
Gross took up her breakfast at a late hour, she 
found the poor soul: moving about the room 
dressed in traveling attire. 

“Mercy on me! What now?’ exclaimed the 
astonished woman. mh divin 

“*Tam going tofind my husband,” Neria an- 
swered ina trembling voice. *tDo not seek to 
dissuademe. I must go. The journey means 
life or death to me now.” p 

“Poor child! What can 
complish?” : 

“T canseé Lawrenes, and learn bis intentions 
from his ownlips, Nothing less would satisfy 
me.” Her voice broke, almost dying away for 
a moment. You are a woman, Mrs. Gross, 
and can divine what I suffer. | Susperseand un- 
certainty are driving me mad. I can not bear 
them much longer! For God's sake let me go!” 

The wild anguish of look and tone Mrs, Gross 
-neverforgot, * 

i “Of course you 


4 


you, expect to ac- 


must go, if you feel like 


‘ _ M ” 


- 
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Remonstrance would have been useless, and 
Mrs. Gross deemed it the better policy to speed 
the deserted wife on her way. 

“May good luck attend you miission, miss,” 
she said, heartily, ‘‘Should it tail, however, or 
should you for any reasen decide to turn back, 
you are sure of a home and welcome here.” 

It was late in the afternoon when Neria 
reached the city. Taking a cab ut the railway 
station, she drove at once to the hotel where 
she hoped to find her husband. Her heart beat: 
high, she trembled with excitement ashe as- 
cended the steps. ; 

Some ene was crossing the hall at that very 
moment. She recognized that firm, manly step, 
and forgetful of time and place, rashed ferward 
with a fvint, heart-thrilling scream. 

‘Lawrence! Ob, my busband!” ines 

The startled wretch saw and heard, He,fell 
back a step, a muttered imprecation, falling 
from his lips. Gin i t*.. 

‘*You, Neria! Here!” v aldo bh 


es 


PAAPTER Ye eee 
THE FAITHLESS HUSBAND. 4. 


| To doubt Ml ol ire 
Is worse than to have lost. _ .—Massrverr. 


Hap a phantom ‘from the other world sud- _ 


denly risen to confront: Lawréucs Gordon, be 
would not bave been more astovished tranat 
the unexpected appearance of the woman he 
had so basely deserted, ceo OW 
For some seconds he stood staring at ber like 
one transfixed. Wasit really Neria who Jonvli 
there before him with uplifted hands—Néfia. 
the loving, unsophisticated child, woow be ba’ 
believed wholly subjected to his willy aod so 
trusting and confiding she would neversdreanm 


of taking a step he had notcouiseled and swve- | 


tioned? - He could searcely believe ise eviveave 
of bissenses. . J aut 
The necessity for action recalled almost in- 
seuty his wandering wits. Seizing tise gad 
roughly by the arm, he drew her intoone of 


the small receptioa-rooms, closing and locking _ 


the door. 
‘“‘Now tell me the meaning of this!” he said 
releasing her. ‘‘ Why have you followed eg? 
_ Again she sunk at bis jeet, lier heirs growing 
cold. like a lump of:ice in ber: bosom, R 


‘*Don’t speak to me sol Don’t, Lawrence!” : 


she said, with a voice like one that is. smother- 


ing. 

Sicx haggard face and 
him into an exhibition of something like jde- 
peers :  ‘aaien 

‘*Why did you dog my steps?” be repe 
more kindly, 

“‘T could not live without you.” dat 

“Nonsense... 1 thought. you. understond. it 
was impracticable for us always,to be together. 


You found the note I left?” viiteas 
‘‘ Yes,” she answered, ued fieian i 
“That was explanation enough of my sua 


depaiture, You should haye been satisfied, — 


and remained quietly with Mrs. Gross ”« | 
Neria’s, heart. was. sinking lower and, lowe.. 
Sbe could not disguise from herself the,faci- 
that her appearance had annoyed und frigh;!- 
ened him. Already she detected sn indefing.,is 
change in his manner. The gentle courtesy, 
the airy politeness were gone forever, > 
Clasping her arms about him, she burst into 
agonizing sobs... ad 
‘Lawrence, husband! my heart. is valmost 
broken, How. could. you aes me iv tas 
strange, cruel fashion?” .. é 


‘I have a horror of scenes,” stammered {ho 


wretch. ‘I knew you,would. not, consest 10,0 
separation, however brief. The vay Ll toox 
seemed the easiest one out of the difficulty.” _ 

“ip filled my mind with terrible appreben- 
sions. I thought—I feared—you might intend 
casting me off forever.” . .. . 

He looked at ber curiously, a dark red surg- 
ing over his face. 3 agri ' ; 

“T6 was a foolish notion; J realize it now,” 
she went on, tremulously..  You_could not do 


anything so heartless and ervel. Tam amazed 


at myself for having doubted you. Forgive 
me, Lawrence! Lhad so much at stake, aid— 
circumstances were against you. Ob, si have 
been very, wretched. Lt would have b: en mat- 
ness toremain behind. I wished to hear from 
your own lips that you love mo es. wily as 
ever.” . hy 


evident distress shamed 
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tion,” she said. 
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‘The pallor of her upturned face—the pathetic 
pleading in her lovely eyes—touched the man’s 

art. He suddenly took her in his arms. 

“Of course I love you, little one,” he mur- 
mured. ‘* How could you doubt it?” 


_ “¥6 is not true, then, what Mrs. Gross said, _ 


Lam uot really your wife?” 

‘* Did Mrs. Gross say that?” 

“Yes, Lawrence. She is naturally sus- 
picious. She claimed you had deceived and 
forsaken me, and were not what you pretended. 
I might have given no attention to what she 
said, but a fragment torn from a letter that was 
found seemed to confirm everything.” 

The young man’s look of annoyance changed 
to one of alarm. js 

“A letter?’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ Where is it? 
What do you mean? What letter?” “ 

Neria took the crumpled morsel of paper from 
fier pocket and gave it to him. 

“T kept it because I hoped for this oppor- 
tunitv to give it to you, and ask an explana- 


Lawrence turned to the open window. After 

reading the few lines that had caused Neria so 

eat distress, he rolled the torn sheet into a 
and threw it into the street. 

‘*T am surprised that you permitted such a 
trifie to trouble you,” he said, not without some 
show of embarrassment. ‘The letter is from 
my mother, who has very ambitious views for 
me. Of course I am not in sympathy with her 
designs. It would not Have been kind to refuse 


to 

he explanation seemed reasonable enough, 
only Neria wondered he had not volunteered 
it before. How much misery she might have 


spared! 
“TI am giad that is all,” she said, eagerly. 


“We can go together. I must meet your 
mother some time—it might as well be now as 


“You do not understand, dear. My mother 


is a ose woman. Some preparation is 
pa cach fore I can present you as my wife. 


heart is set upon seeing me wedded to an- 
. The Nesp Ap I might prove a seri- 
ous blow if it fell too suddenly. o, I must go 
on in advance, and prepare the way for your 


e ; 
“ You will not be long?” 
‘‘Only a few days.” 
Neria sighed heavily. 

not wholly lifted from her heart by what she 

had hea 


‘What is to become of me while you are 


away?” she inquired, after a pause. | 


— 


Belgre replying he walked several times up 


‘and down the rgom, as though buried in per- 


plexed thought, 
**It is seareely worth while to return to your | 
old quarters,” he said at length. ‘‘ Mrs. Gross | 


might not prove a 

br le tl 1 ni 
@ near where you can remain. 

. “T should not tnd remaining here at the 


hotel, if it is only for a day or two.” 
= Te size s too publio,” he answered, 
“1 might keep my room, for that matter. I 


should not feel like going out with you away.” 

“You would like better to live more re- 
tired.” 

He quitted the room, presently, to see what 
arrangements could be made. Neria was quite 
startled to observe that he locked the door, and 
took away the key. 

Two hours wore on; she had grown very 
anxious and uneasy when at last he returned. 

“‘T have found just the place,” he said, gayly, 
as hé entered; *‘a pretty little cottage im the 
suburbs that you can have ail to yourself.” 

‘*But was it worth while to hire it for so 
short a time?” Neria objected. 

“Of course. 
world to insure tee happiness, my love.” 

As he bent to kiss her, the poor, deluded crea- 
ture clung to him with passionate force. 

“I believe you do love me, Lawrence,” she 
murmured. . 

In a few moments they were ready to set out. 
Lawrence seemed anxious and restless, and 


glancing at her curiously, before leaving the 


Tt would 
like that. 


ae witha forced laugh: | 
“What a woebegone expression! 
never do for strangers to see you 
Where’s your vail?” , 

She produced it from her pocket, and he tied 
it securely over her face. 


‘* That’s better,” he said, with an air of satis- | 


faction, and Jed her down to the carriage that 
waited in the street. ; ey 
_ It was a long distanoe to their destination, 


‘hea 


| 
toher, however, and Lam now on the way.” | 


But Lawrence frowned and drew back. 
| 
The misgivings were 


ents companion after | 
had better find a nice, | 


i would do anything in the | 


yr 


A MAN'S SIN, _ 


| and Lawrence, who seemed unfamiliar with the 
| way, ali hted more than once to make in- 
| quiries. Just at sunset they drew up before a 
; tiny cottage of three or four rooms, quite be- 
; yond the city limits. 

Lawrence had the key in his pocket. It was 
| a furnished house, the rooms large and airy. 
| Neria saw ata glance that with a cheerful fire 
burning in the grate her new home could be 
made to wear a very cosey and pleasant ap- 


& 
® 
3 


“T thonght you 
would at least be grateful for the trouble I have 
taken to leave Shee pleasantly situated.” 
“Solam. But you know full well that no 
place would be pleasant to me long unless you 
were there.” | 
if [ shall return almost before you have missed | 


) 


} me.’ 
Taking his hand she laid it caressingly against , 
her cheek. 
‘¢ You will come back, Lawrence?’ she said. | 
‘‘T have your promise?’ 

‘Of course. I hope you are not 
ing way to silly misgivings?” 

. __ the earliest possible moment?” she per- | 
sisted. 

**¥es; I shall count the hours of our separa- 
| tion quite as impatiently as you do.” 

Neria tried to feel satisfied with this assur- 
ance, but somehow the tone sounded hollow, the 
words insincere. 

Shortly afterward the woman who had been 
en as housekeeper arrived. She was tall, 
lank, and rather hard-looking, and did not im- | 
press Neria at all favorably. 

‘T leave my wife in your care Mrs. Drury,” | 
Lawrence said to her, ‘“‘and shall hold you re- 
sponsible for the trust, See that she wants for 
ba ir 

Leaving a well-filled purse on the table, and 
tenderly embracing Neria, who felt sick and 
faint at the thought of the coming separation, 
he whispered a few last words of encourage- 
ment, and left the house. 

Neria saw him go, and as the last rumble of: 
the carriage wheels died away, sunk half-faint- 
| ing into’a chair, 


CHAPTER V. 
HOPING AGAINST HOPE, 


The dignity of truth is lost 
With much protesting, — JONSON. 

NEARLY two weeks passed, but no line or 
message from the recreant husband. Neria 
' counted the lagging hours, and from morning 
| ti night sat motionless at one of the windows 
| overlooking the street, watching, waiting, 
| straining her eyes in the distance that she might 
| catch the earliest possible glimpse of his be- 
| loved figure. 
| Her mind wasa prey to dismal forebodings. 
| Why this long absence and persistent silence? 
| Again was she forced to the terrible conclusion 
that Lawrence had indeed abandoned her. — 

“T see now why he brought me to this out- 
of-the-way place,” she thought, af last giv- 
ing way to despair. ‘‘He intended it for my 
permanent home. I have nothing more to hope 
or expect. All his specious promises meant 
nothing.” ong. 

If Mrs, Drury knew aught of the niissing 
man, she kept such knowledge to herself. 

Neria found ample time to reflect upon her 
| situation, during these rst So of enforced solitude. 

She could not fail to realize that a bitter wrong 
had been done. Lawrence had deceived her in 
respect to his social position, and why had he 
secretly taken away her marriage certificate 
, unless ie meditated other crimes as well? 


But her heart still pleaded for him. There 
might be o thousand excuses for his conduct. 
She would ut a little longer before condemn- 
ing him utterly. 

- One wet, winch night early in November she 
| left her usual position at the window just as 
evening closed in, and threw herself on the 
| couch. She felt feverish and sick. There was 
no longer any hope of seeing Lawrence that 
ht, se thought. t 

he-was mistaken. A discreet rap sounded 
the door, presently, and Mrs. Drury entered, 


on 
| ‘““T have pleasant news,” the woman said. 


} 
| “Mr, Gordon has arrived.” 
, 


Tee? k 
hd a ae seks 


| do reappear, it is only 


Neria sprung up, all her lassitude gone in a 
moment. 

‘* Where is he?” she panted. 

“In the sitting-room— waiting to receive 

ou, 

Her limbs trembled as she made her way to 
the door. Her husband stood just within the 
room. : 

“So you have come at last?” she said, with- 
out ae him, 

“Yes, 


‘“T was ata loss what to conclude.” 
‘** Well, since I have taken the trouble to 


| come in this storm, you might at least give me 
| @ * 


leasant welcome 


the réle she had begun. What, after all, was 
the use of betraying wounded pride or resent- 
ment? 

“Lawrence, why did you not come before?” 
she asked, resting her head upon his breast. 

‘J found my mother quite ill, Iam her only 
child. It was impossible to leave her sooner,” 

‘Ts that what kept you?) Why, I have been 


; thinking hard and bitter thoughts of you all the 


while!” 
. He kissed away the penitent tears that filled. 
er 


eyes, 
“3 = daw mind, love. You will understand me 


and fears. Of course all is settled now—you 
will take me away when you go?” 

‘Not yet. ou must be patient,” he an-- 
swered; with some embarrassment. 

“Must there be more delay?’ she demanded, 
in a voice of pain. 

“Yes, My mother is not strong enough to 
bear excitement. I could not well enter into- 
any explanation, There will be time enough 
for that when she recovers.” 

Neria could not keep back the tears of disay)- 
pointment that rose to her eyes. 

** How lon 
that you are here?’ she abrupt! 

“This is only a flying visit. i 
New York at once.” 

“So soon? Lawrénce, think of the long, 
days I have spent here alone.” 

‘It cannot be helped, dear. My mother’s sus~ 
picions would certainly be awakened were I to 
absent myself for a longer period.” 

“At least take me with you when you go,” 
she implored. ‘I could be ready in a very few 
moments. 1 promise not to be a burden to you. 
inany way. Let me go.” 

**Tinpossible!” 

_ “ Your mother need not be told until the way 
is open for an explanation,” she continued to 


asked. 
must return to- 


long 


_ urge. “‘1 could take lodgings somewhere in the 


neighborhood, and live as retired as I do here.” 

‘* What would be the use?’ 

**Do you not understand? I could see you 
every day of my life. That would make all the 
difference in the world.” 

The young man’s heart was touched in spite 
of himself. ~ 

‘* Poor child! Howshe loves me,” he thought. 
“ What a cursed pity that circumstances com- 
pel me to play the part of a knave,” 

Aloud he said: 

‘The change you urge would scarcely benefit 
matters. *lam closely confined to my mother's 
bedside, and might not succeed in seeing you 
more frequently than at present. It would. be 
folly to break up your present home and seek 
anotber, under the circumstances.” 

Neria felt chilled and hurt. She could not 
help thinking how eager she would have been, 
with their positions reversed, to make the ex- 
periment. 

“Tell me the truth, Lawrence,” she cried, 
clinging to him with a loud burst of ‘sobs. 
would be no kindness to kesp it from me after 
ail I have suffered. My heart misgives me, Is 
the love you once professed for me growing cold 
elem I wish to know. Do you love me no. 

onger 

‘*What a foolish question!” he exclaimed, 
trying to smile. 

“‘Tam in earnest. Do not mock me, please. 
Once we were so happy together, Ah, those 
bright, blissful days! I fancied they would 
last forever. But they are gone with the beau- 
tiful summer that gave them birth. You a 
pear so strange, so cold, so unlike yourself. 
Lawrence. First you left me secretly, thout 
a word of farewell, or any clew to your des- 
tination. For weary days together I cate been 
without any tidings of fa Even when you 

or a few fleeting 


\ 


Neria. Did you think I had brokeny 
| my promise, and intended to remain away?” he, 
, asked, with a forced laugh. 


will you be able to remain, now - 


. 


TE ia 


? — 
ments. ou 
wish to be rid of me, and are trying to soften 

th. fatal blow? Ah, it is terrible! 
sake, do not keep me in suspense. I would 
rather be toid the worst at once.” 

A moment he hesitated; but, bad as he was, 
he had not the courage to declare the truth. 

Drawing her to bis heart, and covering her 
Tce with kisses, he answered with an air of ap- 
parent incerity: 

‘How _can you say such dreadful things, 
Neria¢ Love yout Ofcourse I do, Are you 
uot dearer to me than my own life! Perhaps I 
have not always manifested that affection suf- 


a 


ficiently, but it. is a living, burning flame in my | 
Try to | 


heart. 1 could not live without you. 
keep up your courage a little longer, darling, 
‘and this trial will over, Only be patient 
and forbearing. If you understood all, you 


would know it was impossible for me to have | 


acted differently from what I did.” 


She believed him. Itis so easy for one who | 


loves devotedly to be deceived. 

moments wore on, and the time came 
very quickly for Lawrence to go. Neria tried 
to be calm, and keep back her sobs, for she 
knew how her husband disliked a scene. | 
“2 shall count the bours un 
again,” she said at ing. 

Rest assured 


longer than is necessary,” he replied. 
After he had gone, all the old doubts and 
forebodings returned. 
them off, but in vain. In spite of determined 
efforts to keep up her spirits, she becathe more 
APY. than ever. 
“Heaven alone knows when I shall see him 
again,” she said to herself. 
ask for my marriage certificate? It would bea 
great comfort to have it in my possession?” 
She had forgotten to speak of it while her 
husband was resent, however, and could now 
ony. wait patienvly until he came again, 


is did not happen until another week had | 


gone by. It was evening, as before, when he 
macelan appearance. Neria noticed the fact 
with a pang of dismay. Did he fear to be seen 
“Tinetere cottage by bag 
ne appeared more hurried and ill at 
ease “ga yg nhl Aion ret greetings had 
; e 
wife spoke of the vertifinnes. before the young 
‘ re, ay 2 ae take it away?” she said. ‘It 
@ to prove to the w 
your true and lawful wife.” bry getbee 
a You shall have it again,” he answered, 
fuming aside his face to hide his confusion. 
i intended to examine the paper, and return 
& at once; but neglected to do so.” 
Kg rw is it neat ” 
mong my belon, *s house 
in: inv def gings at my mother’s h 
F When can I expect to receive it?” 
At my next visit. But why are you so 
anxious for that bit of paper, Neria?” 
R ~ flush came into her pale cheeks at the ques- 
i It is anything but a ‘bit of paper’ to me,” 
she answered, ‘It means life, honor, bappi- 
ness an good name.” 


course 
that,” he said, rather irritably. “ i 
? y. ut its pos- 
Feu con neither make or undo any thing, 
boon dient ted in vain to hear him say all had 
reed eee ipa to mother, and the way 
P ho: em to kneel at her feet and invoke 
er ina oo their marriage. He did not 
once allude to Mrs. Gordon except to say, in 
answer to a direct inquiry, that she was im- 
peoving * idly, metre on the road to recovery. 
wa 
argse to depart § well advanced he 
ood-by,” he said, abruptl i 
hand in hisown. “I must i as ie pee rity 
All Neria’s fortitude gave way at the thought 
of parting with him again like this, Clinging 
api with bitter sobs and tears, she cried: 
tient ae can I let you go? Lawrence, how 
He freed himself roughly from her embrace, 
kn t us have no foolishness, Neria. You 
ae 5 Well asI do that this must be. Why 
} ‘s ©@ common-sense view of the situation, 
ash v3, your self-control?” 
without ancthar wo Si pen tides es 


CHAPTER VI. 
I have no skill in pa tree 
tye NO skill in woman’s changeful moods, 
Tears without grief, and smiles Sathout a joy 
eas ts —MATURIN. 
A ‘TRING the two or three weeks of her sojourn 


< a ‘ 
r a 


a Nae oe ” ‘ ~ 


at the cottage, Neria had never once passed be- 
For God's | 


you come | 
I shall not remain away a day | 


Neria tried to shake | 


“Why did I not | 


you must have it if you feel like | 


A MAN’S/SIN. 


‘ond the narrow confines of the g1 ds. Mrs, 

rury executed the few commissions she had 
outside, and there was nothing to call her into 
the busy thoroughfares of the city. 

One morning, several days subsequent to 
Lawrence’s last visit, feeling unusually restless 
and nervous, she dressed herself in walking 

costume, and abe neci to go out. Mrs. Drury 
| saw her cross the hall, and lookinz rather flur- 
| ried, followed her to the door, even venturing 
| to lay a detaining hand upon her arm. 

‘‘T—I hope madam has no intention of going 

| far?’ stammered the woman. 

‘*I don’t know,” Neria replied. ‘‘ I have been 
so closely confined to the house of late, the fresh 
| air may do me good.” 

“You have no érrandsto run? Because [ am 
more than willing to go in your stead.” 

‘‘No, It is the exercise rf am after.” 

‘Js that all? Why, then, would it not an- 
swer to walk up and down the lawn, as usual?” 

Struck by the woman’s persistence, Neria 
» looked s ily in her face an instant. 
| ‘Is there any reason why I may not go out? 

Has Mr: Gordon instructed you never to lose 
| sight of me?” 
| “Notthat,” came the hesitating reply. ““But—” 
“(What did hesay?”? 
“He would prefer that you did not. go out 
} unattended while be is away.” 

Neria’s heart throbbed a little faster. What 
was the significance of instructions like these 
; coming from her husband? 

| “There is no danger,” she said, lightly, ga- 
thering up her shawl. ‘‘I shall not be long 
| away. ; 
Mrs. Drury looked as though she would have 
| barred the passage out had she dared, “I 
| could do no less than make Mr. Gordon’s wishes 
| known,” she said, falling back a step. 

Neria on, feeling curious and uncer- 
tain. Why should she not go out freely, at 
| that hour of the morning, if so disposed? There 
| was not the least impropriety in doing so. 
| Deeply absorbed in these self-communings, 
she took no note of time, but awakened sud- 
denly out of a reyerie to find herself in one of 
| the crowded squares, a long distance from home, 
| in the midst of the changeful stream of bu- 

manity flowing by. 

Presently her attention'was drawn to a hand- 

some private carriage standing before one of 
the fashionable shops. As she gazed a lady, 
closely vailed, but elegantly dressed, descended 
tothe walk. Neria felt her heart thrill strangely, 
for there was something strikingly familiar in 
the lady’s air and bearing. 

The next instant a gentleman advanced, took 
the lady’s arm, and lifting her into the carriage 
with an unmistakable air of proprietorship, 
seated himself beside her. 

Neria stood like a statue. Her heart gave one 
= tumultuous throb, as though about to 

urst from its confines, then lay still and pulse- 

less in her breast. ? F 

| That man was her recreant husband, Law- 
; rence Gordon! 

| _The carriage rolle& away before she could 
either speak or stir. Its occupants had not ob- 
served her, and knew nothing of the wild, woe- 
ful gaze that followed them as long as ‘they re- 
mained in sight. 

Something in the little scene told its own 
story. Neria did nof scream or faint, but put- 
ting both bands to her forehead in a weary ges- 
ture, leaned trembling against the iron railing 
near which she had paused. 

. A brief interval elapsed, then she heard a kind 
voice say close beside her: 


‘‘ Hallo, miss! You must be ill. Let: me lead 
you out of this crowd,” : 
She shook ber head. ‘I shall be better soon.” 


‘Don’t be too sure of that. Wait a moment. 
I will call a carriage, and you can go wherever 
you please.” 

A little later she found herself resting on the 
soft cushions. She had just strength enough 
left to tell the driver where to go, then fell back 
in a state of semi-unconsciousness. 

It gave Mrs. Drury quite a start to see her 
young mistress brought home in this condition. 

‘Something dreadful has happened,” she said 
to herself. ‘*Mr. Gordon will be very angry 
when he knows of this.” 

The woman got her into the house, drew an 
easy-chair up to the grate, brought cushions and 
hassocks and warm, stimulating drinks, doing 
all that was possible to revive the heart-broken 
wife. Nevertheless she lay like one dead, with 
her eyes shut, and scarce a flutter stirring her 
cold bosom. ‘Mxs. Drury dared not question 


her; she could only stupidly wonder what had 


occurred, 


‘all was over. 


u? 


i 


As night fell, Neria revived a little. A faint 
eolor came into her cheeks, she grew restless 
and feverish, and constantly watched the door. 

“ He will come to-night,” she said to herself. 
‘““T shall see him again.” ‘ : 

She had felt from the first a conviction that 
The air with which Lawrence 
had hung over his companion was too gallant 
and lover-like to have no particular apoanines 

“ He could not remain with me,” Neria thought, 
bitterly. ‘‘ But he has time enough to devote 
to this other woman. My God! what doés it 
mean? He loves her—I read it in his face, 
This, this is the secret of his coldness and indif- 
ference.” { 

About nine o’clock there came a sam Riper 
and the bell rung. Neria waited quite calmly 
for Mrs. to let her husband in. She was 
astonished at her own composure, She did not 
even look up as he came swiftly to hér side. 

“Ts it you?” she said, declining by a gesture 
his outstretched hand. ‘‘ Sit down; I was ex- 
pecting you.” 

Lawrence stared. Was this really his loving 
little Neria who had received bim sovedldly! 
“She is Vexed with me for remaining away 
so long,” he thought. 

‘FT am not very strong,” Neria said, after a 
pause. ‘The least excitement upsets mre, Will 
you be good enough to tell me at Onee your ob- 
ject in coming here to-night?” 

“To see you, of course, my dear.” Looking 
at her’ closely now, he noticed her changed ap- 
pearance for the firsttime. ‘‘In Heaveri’sname 
what is the matter, Neria? Have you been se~ 
riously ill?” 

She made an impatient gesture. eh) ie 
‘‘It is of no consequence. We will speak of 
other earnys od if you please. J am afraid wo — 
have not thoroughly understood each other in 

the past. Itis time that we did.” 

‘“Whatdo you mean?” he demanded. ‘ You 
said when I entered that you had been expect- 
ing me. How is that ible, since I sent no 
word of my coming? our language is utterl. 
incomprehensible. 

Neria laid one hand on her throat as though 
she felt a suffocating sensation. 

‘Permit me to explain. This is not the first 
time to-day I have seen you.” 

‘Not the first time?” . ‘ oft iet 

‘“‘No. Earlier in the day you were driving 
with a lady—an intimate friend, I conclude.” 

She had expected to see him overwhelmed 
with confusion, but was scarcely prepared for 
the startling effect of her words. Lawrence 
fell back, d as death, and trembling visibly. 
For a brief space he had not even the strength to 


speak. 

“ft has become mecessary to speak v 
plainly,” she went on, her heart beating a little 
quicker.’ “I have never complained, and will 
not do so now. You know as well as I do how 
much I have borne in silence. But the time has 
come to assert myself. I am tired of all this 
secrecy. It must come to an end, Lawrence— 
for your sake as well as mine. J am resolved 
to run all risks, and from this time forward 
ere my true position in the world as your 
wife! 

‘‘ What will you do?” he cried, springing to 
hig feet with an oath. 

“I fancied my meaning was perfectly clear. 
To please you, my husband, I have kept aloof 
from society all the months of our m life. 
Dangers have been incurred, the mere thought 
of which makes me shudder, But allthis must 
have anend. Your social position is far above 
what you led me to believe when I became your. 
wife. Doubtless_you had some good reason for 
deceiving me. We will not speak of that, Now 
that the first glamour of love has worn away, 

ou may even feel some regrets for having | 
inked your destiny with that of a penniless © 
governess. It is too late to give way to any 
such feeling, Lawrence; I am yours, and you . 
are mine, forever! Forever!” 

Her voice softened as she went on, all harsh- 


ness and coldness melted away. She leanedto- 


ward him, stretching out her hands in eager 
supplication. 

“Only love me! Ihave no life sayein you, — 
IT should die if you were to turn utterly against 
me. Don't doit, Lawrence! Bear with me a lit- 
tle, I will be to you the best, truest wife-man 
ever had. Only return a little of the affection 
Lam livishiug sofreely.” 

She fell on the floor at his feet, and wound 
ker arms tightly,about his knees. 

“ How stram ely'you look at me, Lawrence! 
Don’t, don’t! It curdles the hlood in my veins, 
What have I ever done to forfeit your affection? 
Is it te my parentage you object? My family 
isas goodas yourown. There is nothifg for 


- 


\ 


* violence oftheremotions. 


which I need blush. I can meet your proud 
mother without shrinking. Come, let us go to 
‘her atonce. I realize the terrible danger into 
which you are: drifting. You must acknowl- 
edge me before all the world-=nothing else will 
gave you. ys 5 

She pansed, weak and exhausted with the 
orp a Lawrence tore him- 

ro from her clinging arms. 

“Haveryou concluded? he said, in a hissing 
whisp re 

“ 5 


“Phen IL have a word to add. It was my in- 
tention to break the truth to you gradually. 
You have only yourself to blame for precipitat- 
ing its disclosure. It was a false move to think 
to take the leadership into your own hands. 
Noone save yourself will be injured by your 


folly.” j 

The words fellon her heart likea blow. His 
very looks frightened and appalled her. 

‘What do you mean?’ she panted. 


“T will tell you. It will be a relief to throw 


off the last. vestige of disguise. Know then 
that the time for acknowledging you to the 
world as my wife will never come! You have 
no such claim upon me. The ceremony by 
which I won you was utterly void and illegal. 
I did not know it at the time, but learned the 
fact afterward. lamas free from all ties, so 
far as you are concerned, as I was the day we 
first met.” ~ 

Neria made no response, 
She sat for a moment as though slowly turning 
to ergy Even her lips seemed to be frozen to- 
gether. 


Misled by her silence, Lawrence resumed in a 


kinder tone of voice: 

**T am glad you are not disposed to take your 
situation to heart. That would be useless. Of 
course I mean to provide handsomely for you. 
I am already negotiating for the purchase of 
this cottage, and shall settle it — you witha 
sufficient Income. But you and I must part—” 

Tne sentence was never finished, for with a 
pe agonizing cry she fell at his feet, insen- 
sible. ‘ 

Poor soul! Her-worst fears had never point- 
ed to anything so horrible as the truth. Even 
the insinuations of Mrs. Gross; and the heartless 

_. manner in which Lawrence had deserted her, 

had only aroused vague and momentary feel- 

ings of distrust. Seeing him that morning in 

\the- presence of her unknown rival, she had 

feared that his allegiance might wander, his af- 
fections become estranged. 4% 

That wasall. The validity of her own claims 
she did: not question, The blow he had dealt 
well-nigh killed her. Lawrence himself. felt 


frightened as he bent above’ the rigid body of 
his victim. : 

‘** Poor child! Iam’ really sorry for her,” he 
thought. 


But he detested anything like a scene. Call- 
ing hurriedly to Mrs. Drury, he helped place 
the unconscious girl on the sofa. 

“Do what you can for your mistress,” he 
said, pushing a few crumpled bank-notes into 
the woman's hand. ‘‘ Callin medical aid if ne- 
cessary, though itis probably a mere fainting- 
fit, Ican be of nouse here, and might as well 
go at once.” ; i 
- And without even glancing again at the ha 
less young creature whose life he had ruthless 
ruined and blighted, the heartless wretch left 
the house. 


/ 


CHAPTER VII. 
DOUBLY DECEIVED. 
_ When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions. —SHAKESPEARE, 
Some blows fall with such crushing force it is 
difficult to believe in their reality. Thus it was 
in Neria’s case. During the long watches of 
that terrible night, after consciousness re- 
\ turned, she continually asked herself if it was 
not alla hideous dream. Wasit really she wuo 
x had been so woefully deceived? Had Lawrence 
- yealiy come and gone, and spoken the cruel 
ards to which she had listened? 

At last, long after morning dawned, her mind 
began to clear, and she was.able to think con- 
nectedly. 

The uncertainty and suspense were over at 
last. All doubt bad been removed, The mask 
had fallen from the face of the man she loved, 
and she saw him revealed in all his hideousness, 

He had not told her what circumstances ren- 
dered their marriage null and illegal.. He 
might have failed to comply with some neces- 
sary conditions, and invalidated it in that way; 
er the ceremony itself might have been a mock- 


vt , ’ 


She could not. 


~ we ee ee 


‘ t ; ‘ rik ier 
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were base fabrications—idle excuses to put me 
off,” she thought. _** How weak I was to be de- 
eeived by such hypocrisy! All these weeks he 
has been paving the way for a final separation 
—studying how to get.rid of me with the least 
trouble. Oh, my God! my God!” 

She could not weep, the solace of tears was 
denied her. But her heart bled. 

‘*T see how itis,’ she wenton. ‘‘Thelady with 
whom he was driving D pyargn has supplanted 
me in his affections. eis anxious to make her 
his wife. He hung over her like anardentlover. 
Perhaps—perhaps—” shuddering, and clasping 
her handsas a sudden thought struck terror to 
her soul—‘‘ they are married already !’’ 

The bare idea sufficed to arouse all her slum- 
bering energies. During Mrs, Drury’s tem- 
porary absence from the room, she arose and 
dressed with feverish haste. 

‘The lady must be good and kind, I will 
go to her, and tell her my simple. stery,” she 
said, with sudden resolution: ‘‘She will not 
refuse to listen. Treacherously as Lawrence 
bas. dealt with me I love him yet. I am his 
wife in the sight of Heaven, and no other wo- 
man can hold that relation to him while I live, 
i will tell my rival so. I will ask her to give 
up him [love. She will do it—she cannot. turn 
a deaf ear to my ee ta Even Lawrence must 
pity me. He willreturn to his old allegiance, 
and I may be happy yet.” 

Filled with this hopeful thought—a mad one, 
alas!—she tied on her bonnet with trembling 
fingers and went out. 

‘he streets were filled with the usual bustling 
crowd, but Neria hurried. on without giancing 
to the right. or left. She had gone some dis- 
tance when a heavy hand fell coe iy ees ber 
arm. Mrs. Drury stood close beside her, crim- 
son and out of breath. : pi 

‘‘Merey!” panted the woman. ‘‘ How fast 

ou walk, could scarcely overtake you. 
here are you going?” 

Neria tried to draw away, but made no re- 
sponse. 

‘“‘Come back,” pleaded the woman. ‘‘ Do 
come, miss, 1am afraid. You are not fit to be 
on the streets like this. You—you will destroy 
yourself! For God’ssake return with me, and 
think better of your mad design!” 


Mrs. Drury’s terror was not assumed. She 


was a shrewd woman, and though not entirely 
in her employer's confidence, for some time she 
had had an inkling of the true state of affairs. 
Every day in the week the crime of self-murder 
is committed for less troubles than that which 
had overtaken poor Neria. 

‘‘Come back. Do come!” she entreated. 

The riba one turned on her with an in- 


dignant loo at ee Oadlidie , 
__ “Let me alone,” she said. ‘By what right 


do you detain me thus? Ihave no thought of 
destroying myself—not the least.” 

‘*Are you sure, miss? Oh, it is dreadful for 
you to be wandering about by yourself after 
being so ill.” : 

“Thave a visit to make. Let go my arm, if 
you please. Weare wasting precious time.” 

Mrs. Drury reluctantly released her hold, not 
more than half convinced, and Neria daried 


away. ‘ 

She had no very clear idea how to find the 
lady of whom she wasin search. She did not 
even know whether she was a resident of the 
city or only a transient visitor. She was igno- 
rant of her name, and not having seen her face, 
might pass her on the street a dozen times with- 
out suspecting her identity. It seemed like a 
hopeless quest. 

‘What am I to do?” she asked herself, a 
feeling of utter despair coming over her. 

Lawrence was probably still in thecity. The 
only feasible Vee that suggested itself was to 
find. him, and, painful as the interview might 
be, learn through his instrumentality the where- 
abouts of the person in question. 

Hailing a cab, she drove at once to the hotel 
where she had found Lawrence on first ga 
to the city, and called for the hotel register. It 
was laid before her, atid she ran her eyes hastily 
over the list of arrivals for the previous day. 

Lawrence Gordon’s name was not recorded 
among the rest. 

“He is stopping at some other hotel,” she 
thought. ‘‘I will go the rounds.” i 

She did so, everywhere meeting with the 
same result. She even made inquiries, but no 
one could give her any informacion of such a 
a person, At length, wearied out with the 


fruitlessness of her efforts, she retraced her 
steps to the first place visited. i 


‘*T do not know any one by that name, ma- 
dam,” was the answer. 
‘** You do—you must!” came the eager excla- 


mation. “‘Think again. Mr. Gordon always 
pip here during his infrequent visits to the | 
city. 

‘’he man gravely shook his head, 

‘‘Then it must have been before my time, 
madam, and I have been here two years.” 

Neria drew a startled breath. The. insinu- 
ation Mrs. Gross had made long before, that 
Gordon might be a fictitious name, instantly 
sug, ested itself to her mind. . 

‘ Let me see the register again,” she cried, her- 
heart beating and her brain reeling. 

She knew the date of Lawrence’s first secret: 
flight, and hastily turned. back toit, The page 
was well filled with names, but that for which . 
she looked did not anywhere appear. ; 

“Thank you,” she said, in a husky voice, 
pushing back the book. ‘I will not trouble 
you further.” 

The conviction was forcing its way home to 
her unwilling mind that Lawrence had deceived 
her in respect to hismame as in all things else. 
eo had not even a clew by which to trace 

m. e a 
Nearer dead than alive she made her way 
back to the little cottage that was now her only | 
home, Mrs Drury stood in the door, anxiously. | 
watching for her reappearance, 

‘*How long you were,” said the woman, 
breathing a sigh of relief. ‘‘I had given up all 
expectation of seeing you again. Poor child | 

ou look like death. Come in and lie down. 1 

now you are in trouble, but you will feel bet- 
ter by and by. One can learn to bear almost 
an pel reed a 

eria made no response: Her temples were 
throbbing frightfully, aud once ueditte gained 
her room she feli upon the bed, and buried her 
forehead in the pillow. 

What remained to be done?. It seemed more 
than probable that Lawrence had left the city, 
and perhaps taken away with him the woman 
be loved, There was no longer any present 
possibility of appealing to the sympathy of her 


unknown rival. 


‘Heaven help me,” moaned the poor crea-~ 
ture, ‘‘or I shall go mad.” , . 
What was to become of her in this distressing 

strait? In point of fact'she was both nameless: 
and homeless. Nameless, for she had noright 
to the title she had once worn with such tender. 
ride—homeless, because she would sooner have 
ged or starved than remain indebted for the 
fcod she ate and the roof that: shéltered her to» 
him who had basely deserted her. t 
‘‘T must leave here at. once—make my own 
way in the world,” she thought. ‘But where, - 
where shall I go? Where hide my shame anu { 


misery? And who will take me in?” wid 
The thought of ber early friends—those frony 


whom she had been so long estranged—was first 


to suggest itself. It would bring greater com- 
fort than anything else to seek a reconciliation, 
and be able to throw herself upon their com- 


passion. 

But pride rebelled. aw 

‘‘ Never, no, never!” she cried. ‘That hap- 
piness is denied me. I am under a ban. The: 
trouble that has overtaken me shuts me out for- 
ever from the society of all I have ever known. 
I cannot go back to the dear ones who once 
re me, with such a sad, shameful, terrible 
story. P 

Gradually, as she reflected, a longing to hide 
herself somewhere in the great city of New 
York, took possession of her mind. It might 
have been because that was Lawrence’s home, 
and she could still be near him, barren comfort 
though this would be, or simply because in a 
vast metropolis she could hope to lose her 
identity more effectually than elsewhere. She 
did not stop to analyze the feeling, but simply 
gave way to it. 

“T will go now, this very night,” she re- 
solved, 

Reason told her it would not be well to ac- 
eg Mrs. Drury with this determination. 

he waited until nearly midnight, when the 
honse was still and the good woman wrapped iu 
repose, Gathering up a few little trinkets, and 

utting some money in her purse, she went 
orth to the new, untried life before her. 

Little did she dream how full it was destined | 
to be of adventure and strange complications, 
‘ery as sometimes, but not often, fall to one’s 
ot! SPT AT gn 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
A NEW HOME AND A NEW NAME. 
Oh, it was pitiful! 
Near a whole city full, 
Home she had none. Hoop. 

In the gray light of early dawn Neria reached 
New You. 

The dreary night journey had seemed like a 
dream. She was only vaguely conscious of be- 
ing whirled along hour after hour, at a tremen- 

ous rate of speed. Her temples were throb- 

ing, her lips parched, and she fe.t an almost in- 
tolerable pain in her side. Even her hands were 
Br and burning hot. : 

_it was with a terrible sense of isolation that 
she stole forth from the railway terminus into 
the unfamiliar streets of the great city. For her 

here were no pleasant smiles of weleome, or 
tender words of greeting. Homeless, friendless, 
well-nigh penniless, she was like a waif stranded 
on a strange shore. 

he wandered on, aimlessly and recklessly, 
her brain in a wild whirl) People turned to 
k at her as she passed, and once a _pleasant- 
faced lady inquired if she were il]. Neria did 
not even hear the question. She felt dead and 
numbed mentally, only alive to physical pain. 

At iength she reached the Park. It'was now 
past ten o'clock. Utterly worn out, she could 
scarcely drag one limb after the other. She 
threw herself, half-fainting, into one of the rus- 

¢ chairs. 

What followed she could never clearly recall. 

6 seémed to wake up out of a lethargy to find 
a tall, handsome, noble-looking man standing 
side her, tightly grasping ber arms. 
- “What is the matter?” she heard the gentle- 
mansay. ‘*Try to rouse yourself sufficiently 
me. 

She lifted her dazed eyes to his face, but made 
WO response. 

““*T wish to know who you are “that I may 
take you to your friends,” he persisted. 

The last word riveted Neria’s attention fora 
moment, : 


“Friends?” she repeated. 


cs 
are they?” Friends? Who 


Dc That is what I wish to discover. Pray tell 
No answer. She closed 
oe . her eyes, and sunk 
ier intoa state of semi-unconselonsness. 
tote oor thing,” said the man, ‘She is goin 
pe very ill. What a pretty face, only so full 
pk Trow! Itisa pity she can tell me nothing 
vitae? friends. I dislike to send ‘ber to a hos- 
He reflected a moment, end finally walked a 
few steps down the path. to Wate a carriage 
8 = waiting in the drive. 
Follow me, James,” he said to the footman. 
1 have found a-young lady who is ill and de- 
rious. J will take ber home with me uutil we 
can hear tidings of her friends.”. 
Neria was dimly conscious of being borne to 
mse eaertae by friendly hands; then all was a 
Many days and weeks had gone by before she 
awakened again to full consciousness of her own 
existence, _ 
oie found herself lying on a daintily-draped 
Hetapoae & pleasant chamber. A small table, 
st me Vials and medi¢ine glasses, stood 
ba tvisiae ® bed was near the window, the cur- 
hur fae ya eee een apart. With 
1 m the pi i 
see the landscape stretching bulow. jubiees 


She star : 
forehead Thi Pressed her hand wildly to her 


: Tass S and val 
wi' a white mantle hike Mars were covered 


gone to sleep, as it were, with al i 
autumn about her, and now it Aor ther & rc 
wit “a or nearly “4 i 

ihe door opene eria heard 5 
proaching the bed. ‘Oh, Gilbert Spain Wieine 
exclaimed, in a delighted whisper, “there has 
been a change! I do believe the Poor girl "has 
pork Ay right mind at oa ft 

us came the warning answ é 
not startle the child.” 2 Granite 
erla turned her gaze full upon the speakers 

a Saw the same handsome centeninh whose 
peti a remembered in the Park, and a lady 
sonibit years older than himself, but closely rée- 

x ne him, who was evidently his sister: 

of With: am I?” she asked, in a Weak voice, 
th a those who will take good care of you,” 

© ‘Ady answered, coming nearer, and ee 
repressed excitement. fe) 
hot be alarmed, or borrow any trouble.” 

Nz ui ko brought me here?” 
tice GF, beat Ke found you in the Park, 

sib exe 8. We did not know where to 

pe oh ” ends. and have cared for you our- 


NE (A 


Tears stood in Neria’s eyes. She put up ber 
haud to brush them away, and then noticed for 
the first time how thin, white and wasted it 
was. 

‘*T must have been ill a long while,” she said. 

“Yes, many weeks,” was the answer. ‘ But 
you are not to talk about it now, or excite your- 
self. You are still very weak.” 

‘* What is the name of this place?” 

‘““Cragnest. It belongs to my brother, Gil- 
bert Brandon. I am Mrs. Charlton. That is 
all you need know for the present. We will 
talk more about it When you are stronger.” 

Neria took unquestioningly the composing 
draught that was now placed at her lips. Some- 
how she felt a deep sense of peace and security, 
7 though she were homeless and friendless no 

onger, 

r. Brandon had not joined at all in the brief 
conversation, but Neria read the deepest inter- 
est and sympathy in bis earnest gaze. 

The next day she felt better and stronger. 
Awaking from a refreshing sleep to find Mrs. 
Charlton sitting alone beside the couch, she said 
eagerly: 

‘*‘ Has any one been here to ask after mé?” 

**No,” the lady answered. ‘ We advertised 
in the papers, but there was no response. Your 
friends have utterly lost sight’of you.” 

Neria remained silent for some time, with her 
face turned to the wall. What had occurred 
— the long weeks while she bad lain un- 
conscious? Was Lawrence lost to her forever? 
Had he well-nigh forgotten her already, and 
married her unknown rival? 

Her brain whirled so wildly at the thought 
she could scarcely refrain from crying out- 
right. Oh, why had not God been merciful 
and permitted her to die at the very outset of 
her illness? 

Mrs, Chariton’s voice, full of affe tion and 
sympathy, aroused her from these bitter re- 
flections. 

“* Perhaps there is some person for whom you 
would like to send, my dear? If so, you have 
only to give me the name and address, and I 
will communicate with them at once.” Py 

Neria started, and felt the heavy, drops 
gather on her forehead. 

“‘No, no,” she said. ‘‘ You are very kind— 

ou bave only been too good to me. But there 
is no one I wish to see—not one |” : 

‘““Have you no mother—no sisters?” Mrs. 
Charlton asked, looking at her in a bewildered 


way. 

Dey think me dead, no doubt, and have 
forgotten me. Iam dead—to them.” 

‘““How strengely you talk. Some great 
trouble must have befallen you.” 

“Yes,” Neria answered, casting down her 
gaze. ‘So great the only wonder is that Iam 
still alive.” 

Mrs. Charlton’s countenance betrayed per- 
plexity and curiosity. It was only natural that 
she should wonder what had so blighted the life 
of one so young ond beautiful. 

** Poor child,” she said. ‘*One of these days 
you shall tell me something of your history, I 

snow from your looks it must be a very sad 
one. But we will wait until you are stronger. 
All I desire just now is to know by what name 
to address you.” 

Neria hesitated. What should she say—she 
who was without a name she could rightfully 
call her own? 

“You may call me perdu,” she said, very 
low; adding to herself: ‘‘Perdu means lost; 
and soam 1—lost to peace and happiness for- 
evermore.” x 
Mrs. Charlton did not quite catch the words. 
‘*Perdy?” she repeated. ‘I have heard that 
name before.” 

Neria suffered the mistake to pass without 
correction. After all, what did it matter? It 
was years since she had been called by any 
name to which she had a better right. Even 
wben Lawrence found her she bad been passing 
under an alias the more fully to sever all con- 
nection between herself and the friends from 
whom she had become estranged. _ 

‘Thus it was that our hapless heroine became 
known to her new associates simply as ‘‘ Miss 
Perdy.” 


CHAPTER IX. 
A MYSTERY IN THE HOUSE. 
Oh, mischief! thou art swift 


To enter in the thoughts of desperate men! 
\ —SHAKFSPEARE. 


DAYs wore on, and Neria began slowly to 
convalesce, 


When she was able to sit up a few hours at a 


time, it was Gilbert Brandon who kept ‘her 


‘ 


a 


company even more frequently than did his 
sister. He bad taken a deep interest in the 
young girl from the first. Her beavty, ap- 
parent friendlessness, and settled sadness, ap- 
pealed strongly to his sensibilities, and fastened 
astrong hold upon his heart. He felt an in- 
stinctive longing to succor and comfort her. 

At first he brought favorite authors, and sim- 
ply read aloud while she listened. preter | 
they began to talk about passages th t both ad- 
mired, and were often surprised to find their 
tastes singularly in harmony. It finally hap- 
pened that the book would be left. bebind more 
frequently than otherwise, and they spent the 
whole bour in pleasant conversation. 

Neria never thought it possible that harm 
could result from thess interviews. The kind- 
uess of these new-found friends gave her fresh 
hope and courage. The world seemed a brighter 


and better place than formerly, and she became — 


almost reconciled to. existence, Ab, how dif- 
ferent her life might have been with such in- 
fluences continually thrown around her! 


On one occasion, when he was rising to leave _ 


after an unusually pleasant interview, Neria 
extended her hand impulsively and said: 

“How can | ever repay you and Charl- 
ton fcr your many kindnesses to me?” 

“Do not -speak of. them,” he answered. 
‘There is nothing you need to remember.” 

‘*T must leave you soon, and it will be a great 
grief 20 bid adieu to such pleasant associa- 

ons. . 

She spoke frankly, under the impulse of th» 
moment, and was surprised to see him start and 
lose color. ; 

‘* Leave us?’ 

“Yes,” she replied. 
and strong again. 1am now gaining rapidly.” 

‘*But why need you go away ?” r 
" She lifted her eyes in amazement at the ques- 

ion. 

‘‘ Why? Because Ihave trespassed too long 
already upon your kindness. 
upon you is the common one of humanity. Be- 
sides, I have my own way to make in the 
world. It will never do to remain idle too long. 
A Peat tq begin looking for a situation without 

elay. 

A brief silence fell, curing which Gilbert 
Brandon seemed to Le reflecting. 


4 | 
‘*What can you do?” he asked, at length. 


‘*That is, what do you wish to do?” 

‘*T have lived as governess in two or three 
families already. I can do that again, or find 
- i: hear as ‘companion’ to some elderly 
ady. 

No more was said at the time. But the next 
day Mrs. Charlton came to Neria and said: . 

‘*Gilbert and [ have been discussing your af- 
fairs. Cragnest is a large house; there ace no 
near neighbors, and the city is several miles 
away. lam often lonely durin rh brother's 
frequent absences from home, we ave often 
talked of bringing some cheerful young perso 
into the house, just to keep me company. How 
would you like to remain in that capacity” 

Neria’s eyes filled with tears, it was 80 much 
better than anything she had expected. What 
a relief still to remain under that happy, peace - 
ful roof! " 

* How good you are!” she uttered. ‘But I 
fear you have made a want just to oblige me.” 

“Ob, no. And what if I had? It is realiy 
myself who will be accommodated. I receive 
but little company and should miss you sadly 
were you togoaway. Nothing would suit me 
better than to keep you with me for the present. 
You will stay?” 

Of course Neria consented. She even felt 
grateful to Heaven for opening up such an op- 
portunity; for no inward voice whispered a 
friendly warning of the frightful peril into 
which she was rushing unwittingly. 

Several mure weeks went by, and as Neria’s 
health was now completely restored, she had 
left her invalid-chamber for good, and entere 
upon the discharge of her new duties. ; 

These did not prove very onerous, She had 
m rely to answer Mrs. Charlton's letters, read 
to her, or exert berse]f to be entertaining and 
agreeable whenever her benefactress betrayed 
a desire for companionsbip. 

Cragvest was a commodious country-house 
built on the hills, overlooking the 
Neria bad not mingled: freely with the famil 
many days before she discovered that even this 
beautiful home had its skeleton. One wing of 
the mansion was shut up, and even the servants 
shook their beads and looked grave whenever it 
was mentioned. 

Mrs. Charlton’s fair brow was often wrinkled 
with anxious care, and Gilbert Brandon’s hand- 


My only claim: 


udson. : 


“T shall soon be well © 


some face wore an expression of settled melam- 
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choly, as though he had drank deep of the cup 
of sorrow. . 

y is it?’ Neria asked herself, wonder- 
ingly. ‘‘Is there nowhere an Eden that grief 
and suffering have not invaded?’ 

At last there came a time when she was des- 
tined to learn more of this secret trouble. On 
her way to her chamber, one night, a random 
aa of wind, apparently from an open win- 

ow, suddenly extinguished the wax taper she 
earried, Hesitating an instant, undecided whe- 
ther to go on or turn back, she heard the soft 
patier of naked feet on the floor, and all at 
once something shadowy and dark sprung upon 
her with a strange cry, between a sbriek anda 
snarl of rage. ’ 

Poor Neria was sing enc frightened. A 
seream of terror broke from he 
struggled frantically to break away from the 
vise-like grasp that beld her fast. Despite every 
effort, however, the claw-like fingers that 
«lutched her throat closed upon itso tightly her 
brain reeled, and she was almost suffocated. 

This deadly perillasted buta moment. There 
“ame a rush of footsteps along the corridor, 
and Gilbert Brandon appeared, bringing a 

ight. / 

eria saw him rush to ber rescue; then, for a 
few seconds, she knew vothing more. 

_ When consciousness fully returned, she found 
herself alone, sitting close to the wall, her head 
resting against a chair. Smothered sounds 
ould be heard proceeding from a narrow cor- 
ridor that, branching off to the left, led to 
the shut-up wing—threats, entreaties, plaintive 


'-eries, and an indescribable blending of sounds 


as though all the fiends of torment had been 
suddenly let loose and were doing their worst. 

“What can be the meaning of all this?” she 
thought, leaning forward with clasped hands 
and a wildly beating heart. 

Mr. Brandon’s voice came indistinctly to her 
ears for an instant. He was speaking in the 
coaxing, supplicating accents one employs with 
a wayward child, but the words were inaudible, 
Finally a door closed in the distance, and even 
these sounds died away. 

Neria sut motionless, her eyes dilated with 
terror. After a long interval there came a 


_ glimmer of light at the far-end of the corridor, 


and Mr. Brandon swiftly approached. He was 
as pale as death, the muscles about his mouth 


~ twitching convulsively. 


Are you hurt?’ he asked, coming close to 
her side. é: 
‘< No, only frightened,” she answered, speak- 


ny Shoko great difficulty. 


smothered exclamation broke from bis lips. 

‘“‘lam tempted sometimes beyond wy pow- 
ers of endurance. Ah, whatif that fiend had 
done you serious harm?’ 

“Who was it?” Neria whispered, clinging 
gonvulsively to hisarm., ‘‘ What was it?” 

“ A devil,” be answered, with a hoarse! ugh. 

She lifted her eyes wonderingly to his face. 


“You doubt it?’ he rejoined, in answer to: 


that look. “ Wait until you have reached m 


‘age, and had my experience. Did you thi 
e 


time had gone by when mortals are tor- 
mented with devils?” 

“‘T do not understand you, Mr. Brandon.” 
“No watter. I um often at a loss to compre- 

thend myself. But enough of that. Thank 
Heaven you have escaped uninjured. I can 
_ think of nothing else.” i 

As be stoo to raise her in his arms, Neria. 
‘was surprised to find him trembling like a leaf, 
and his forehead covered with heavy drops. 

“Something dreadful has happened—I am 

sure of it!” she panted. 

‘No, nothing that might not have been ex- 
pected. But this night’s incident shall be a 

warning tome. Lean on my arm, child, You 
looked like a. crushed lily a moment since, Are 
you feeling better?” q 

4s Yes.” 

“It is well. I will see you to the door of 
our chamber. These corridors are not safe 
or you after nightfall, it appe rs.” 

' Neria followed on, filled with vague wonder. 
She still hoped he would offer some explanation 

. of the strange episode, but such was not his in- 
tention. Placing his own lamp in her hand, he 
said in an earnest voice at parting: 

‘Take my advice, child, and lock your cham- 
her door. ‘Lockit securely. Never trust your- 
self a moment in any other way. ood- 
night. 

Sleep had been banished from Neria’s. pillow 
by what had occurred. She tossed: restlessly 

. for hours, pondering the strange mystery, but 
unable to arrive at asatisfactory solution. She 
could not divine who the strange being by 
whom she had been assaulted could be. 
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The next morning she felt sorely tempted to 
question Mrs. Chariton, but was at a loss how 
to begin. The peculiar way in which the lady 
looked at her when they first met, plainly indi- 
cated that she knew all. They were sitting to- 

ther after breakfast—a meal from which Mr. 
Gentine had absented himself, by the way— 
when Neria abruptly said: 

“You have never told me, madam, 
north wing was shut up.” 

“The remainder of the house is sufficient for 
present use,” was the quiet answer. ‘‘We do 
not wish to be burdened with the care of so 
much.” 

‘It appears to be the finest portion of the 
house.” 
re ae some of the rooms are very beauti- 


why the 


“Some day I would like to explore them, if 
you have no objection,” Neria said, wistfully, 
unwilling to let the subject drop. 

Mrs, Charlton wrinkled her brows in some- 
thing like a frown. 

‘*You would find nothing of interest, my 
dear, Indeed, the less you have to do with that 
wing the better, Pray do not allude to it 
again.” 

Neria smothered a sigh of disappointment. 
She waited impatiently for Mr. Brandon to ap- 
pear, hoping he might volunteer information 
on the perplexing subject. He did not make 
the least allusioa to it, however, or show by his 
manner that anything unusual had occurred. 

Everything went or quietly for several days. 
The only perceptible difference was shown in 
the deeper solicitude for the gir!’s comfort that 
Mr. Brandon manifested, and the fact that she 
was never permitted to move about the house 
at night unattended. 

One morning Neria had left the house for a 
solitary ramble in the grounds, and was pass‘ng 
the north wing, when she heard a strange, dis- 
cecrdant noise above her head, and on looking 
up beheld a wild, woeful face glued for an in- 
stant against the glass. 

Such a terrible face! The mere sight of it 
was enough to curdle the blood in Neria’s veins, 
an . when a torrent of curses and an vituper- 
ations broke from the bloodless lips, she shrunk 
back appalled. 

Oaly a chance word now and then reached 
the girl’s ears, but sho was completely un- 
nerved. Rallying her failing courage at last by 
a terrible effort she rushed on to a sort of ob- 
servatory that had ‘been built close to the edge 
of the precipice, and climbing tte stairs, threw 
herself breathlessly into a seat. 

What had she behela?—what discovery made? 
Who was the mysterious being imprisoned in 
the shut-up chambers of the north wing? 

For some time she sat motionless, revolving 
these questions in her mind. Suddenly the lit- 
tle ish dig chamber in which she sat began fill- 
ing with smoke, It was quite dense, almost 
stiflingly so, before she noticed it at all in her 
preoccupation. As she started up in alarm, the 
sharp, crackling sound of flames smote upon her 


ears, fT 

The truth flashed upon her mind at once. 
The building was on fire! 

It had been erected to look down upon the 
river, and was only open on that side, Below 
was a sceer descent of a hundred feet, Escape 
in that direction was impossible. Neria rushed 
to the door. Some one had stolen up behind 
her, closing and locking it on the other side! 

The cry of uncontrollable terror that rose 
to her lips aS she made this discovery was 
echoed by a mocking voice without! 


CHAPTER X. 
TORTURED HEARTS. 
It wounds, indead, 
To bear affronts too great to be forgiven, 
And not have power to punish. —DRYDEN. 
Nuria instantly comprehended the extent of 
her peril. It was the unknown inmate of the 
north wing who had stolen forth, locked her 
into the upper chamber of the observatory, and 
kindled a fire in the ower ropa ie the ter- 
rible ose of roasting her alive 
She did not stop to yr herself what could 
have been the motive impelling to such a deed. 
The danger was too imminent. Beating her 
clinched fists against the door, she shrieked 
loudly for succor. : 1 
“Scream away!” cried the jeering voice be- 
low. ‘It willnotavail. Nvery sound of agony 
makes my heart dance With joy. Ashes to 
ashes! In a few moments nothing will be left 
of your fatal beauty save a few charred and 
blackened bones!” 
Neria sickened with horror. Was there no 


escape? Must she indeed die miserably like this 
a terrible, agonizing death! Weary as she had 
grown of existence, it was dreadful to end it so 
tragically. 

“*Help me, oh, Father in heaven!” she 
with pallid lips. ‘‘ Do not let me perish thus!” 

That prayer was answered. urried foot- 

steps crossed the lawn, and she heard Mr. 
Brandon’s voice, as he addressed a few words to 
the would-be murderess in accents of blended 
anger and sorrow. 
_ “What new madness is this, Fedora? Why 
is it that you take such pleasure in destroying? 
Life and property are no longer safe where you 
are. You will yet compel me to deal severely 
with you. It isa mystery how you managed 
to escape again!” 

‘My master, the devil, helped me,” came the 
cunning rejoinder. 

“T believe he did. But you must comé back 
with me at once. Itis not prudent to leave you 
at large. Come, that’s a good soul, Fedora. 

The tone was persuasive, such as one might 
use to an irresponsible child. The woman 
laughed shrilly as she made response: 

“TI am rea y: Let us go quickly, Gilbert. 
The old tower is of no consequence; let it burn! 
It has long been an eyesore—a blot upon the 
landscape. Come, come! I wish to be locked 
up. Make haste, before my mood changes, and 
the devil gets hold of me again.” 

She was doing her best to hurry him away. 
Poor Neria, whose hearing seemed almost pain- 
fully acute at that trying moment, had caught 
every word. Mr. Brandon did not suspect her 
presence in that living tomb! Ho was going 
away—leaving her to perish! 

The thought called back her ebbing strength. 
Again rushing to the door she beat upon it with 
both hands, screaming in accents of awful ter- 


ror: 
‘* Help, help! _ For God’s sake do not leave me 
gi to tag d alive ee 
at cry was heard. Heavy tonteseus came 
bounding up the stairs—the o6r was burst ip 
with one determined blow, and Gilbert Bran- 
don sprung across the t! reshold, letting in a 
cloud of smoke and a torrent of hot, stifling 


air. 
“‘ Who calls?” he cried, unable to see anything 
for a moment in the thick atmosphere. ‘ uly 
I heard a voice.” 

Then his glance fell upon Neria, She was 
crouching on the floor, almost at his feet, faint 
and giddy with terror. Uttering a wild cry, he 
caught her up, and drew her with a frantic ges- 
ture to his breast. 

: ee! Oh, my God! This is too dread- 
ul!” 
The next instant he was raining hot kisses on. - 
her lips, her cheek, her bright brown hair, Al! 
the mad love that had lain crushed in his heart 
for many days, found expression in that mo- 
ment of terrible anguish. He clasped her in his 
arms, laid his cheek against hers, murmured a 
thousand words of passionate endearment. ° 

“Oh, my love, my love! If that fiend had 
succeeded in her purpose, I would have perished 
with you.” : 

Neria felt dazed and bewildered. She could 
not even struggle in that strong, breathless em- 
brace. She lay helpless in his arms while be 
made his way slowly down the staircase. It 


‘was already crumbling away. The flames had 


caught the baluster, and more than once the 
terrified fir felt their hot breath scorching her 
cheek. The descent had barely been accom- 
plished when the stairs fell with a loud crash. 

Outside stood the mad, gibbering creature 
who had wrought this work of destruction. 
Neria caught one glimpse of the wild, livid 
face, and eyes burning with a lurid light, then 
fainted away. - 

She was lying on the sofa in the back parlor 
when she recovered, Mrs. Charlton stood over 
her with a bottle of smelling-salts, pale as death, 
with tears streaming down her face. 

“The fire!” Neria panted, starting up, and 
failing to realize at once ber changed situation. 
‘It is coming nearer! My God, I shall be 
burned alive!” 

Mrs. Charlton laid her hand on the girl’s | 
burning brow, trying to soothe her, 

** Be calm, dear child, You were in danger, 
but it is over now. There is nothing to fear. 
Do you not see that this is the old, familiar 
room where we have spent so many happy 
hours, and that I am here beside you?” 

“Tdonow. But I was half-crazed with ter- 
ror. Oh, it wasdreadful!” 

She hid her face in her hands, at the thought 


- of the peril she had escaped, and shuddered con- 


vulsively. 
“That woman saw me enter the tower,” she 


_ is the fact, 
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added, after. a-thoughtful pause. ‘‘She was at 
ene of. the windows in/thea north wing when I 
went by. Of courseshe tollowed me, and set fire 
to the building for the sole purpose, of destroy- 

me. What have Lever done to gain her en- 
mity? Oh, why did she do it, Mrs, Charlton? 
ae didshe?” 

“The poor creature.is.mad-—not accountable 
for her own.acts,” was the answer. 

“But, why has,she, selected me to, vent her 
maiice upon? -There must.be some reason. The 
mystery of the north wing is partially clear to 
By mind. This madwoéman js shut up there. 
it was she who.assaulted me.once before. She 
seems to feel: particularly malignant. toward 
me. (Why isyit;,Mrs, Cbarltont: I think you 
eould explain the viddle—if so di d,” 

— Chariton flushed a little, bus shook her 


» It is useless trying to account for the va- 
aries of the insane. Pray. think no more about 
tho matter, poorehild. All danger is over. .My 
brother and I will see to it that you are exposed 
“o no further risks.” 
“But who is that dreadful woman?” 
The reply, came after a hesitating pens 
“\ & friendless soul my brother;shelters out of 
ity. There is noone else, to take an interest. in 
er. LIregret exceedingly that she has crossed 
your path. , I hoped to keep youignorant of her 
very existence... Theservants know that she in- 
habits the north wing, but they are. pledged to 
Recrecy : and)no one outside our little household 
ever suspects the facts.” 5 «is filo me ny 
Neriatifted her eyes in a perplexed look. 
“I do not know why she should be shut up 
like @ prisoner.” ' 
'. © Because it is dangerous for her to run at 
large. You can see that for yourself. And 
there is another reason) for the course we. pur- 
sure—one qniteas potent as the first.” 
Glancing quickly round the.room, Mrs. Char!- 
n drew nearer, and added in suppressed tones: 
**You are such a sensible person, Miss Pady, 
Tam tempted to tell you more.. I know you 
can be trusted with a secret. That unfortunate 
woman has been guilty of a great. crime! I 
‘eed not recount. the circumstances. connected 
with it, They are too horrible for me to touch 
Upon. : All that has. kept Fedora from being in- 
arcerated within )the,gloomy walls of a prison 
‘act that the, authorities are ignorant, of 
er existence, It is generally. believed that she 
rished in an aecideni, yearsago. Gilbert and 
‘have kept her secreted here-ever since. You 


~ May imagine, words cannot. describe, what. a 


_ dition,” the- you 


~ or To: 1t.would be.no. easy-matter to have 


_ ones she remembered the 


burden she has been to us.” eoytpations 
* Mrs, Chariton sighed. heavily, the old look of 
anxious care.that Neria remembered so well re- 
appearing in her face, ¥ yd 
“It would-be cruel to punish one in her con- 
girl said. ‘‘If told the 
h, I am:-sure the authorities would do no 
—e than send the poor creature to an asy- 


Mrs/Chariton shook her head. it fag 7 

“* At times Fedora is as rational as either you 
er 
mudked insane. Besides, Gilbert will not run 
the risk. It is a terrible thing for him—” 
prnte broke off abruptly, a flush rising to her 
“must not talk so much, You bave 
told all, solar talk so mech, babi have been 

“Now sounded ‘outside the door, Mrs. 
ye aes: hastily. “It is my brother,” 
Tabail-tolt is very-anxious about you, dear. 

sbal fell him he may come in.” : , 
| She was’ na Nn Neria could interpose. 
Sat up, trembli 
to,foot,,her face suffused with as ‘All at 

8: an , 
the had listened, the caresses she’ het Paivteed. 
Gladly woeld she have given Worlds, had they 
heen at her command, to be spared the ordeal 
of a meeting after what had transpired! 

Mr. Brandon advanced slowly into the room 
He had evidently schooled himself to calmness: 
his face, though very pale, was grave and al. 
most stern in its expression. 

“iam glad to find you so much better, Miss 
Pordy,* he said, very quietly. ‘It wasa nar- 
row escape; I shudder to think of it.” 

The words were such as he might have ad- 
dressed to. a stranger. Just then he ventured 
to Jook at her. for the first time. Had her 
manner been composed, like his own, all 
might have been well, But her blushes and 
embarrassment utterly broke him down. 


.Nenia!, Oh, my darling!” he cried, flinging 
himself on hig chee before her. ‘Is it possible 


that my love is returned! Ah, this is more than 
T expected!” 
No wonder he was daceived. Even when the 
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startled girl drew back, livid and gasping, 
every particle of color gone from her lovely 
face, he failed to comprehend the real state of 
her feelings. 

“My own love!” he gasped, as though the 
words were torn, in spite of every effort, from 
his unwilling lips. ‘After all I have suffered 
Iam youchsafed one glimpse of paradise. This 
moment is at once the happiest aud the bitterest 
of my whole life. love you, and you lovemein 
return! Though you are lost to me forever, 
there is ecstasy in the thought!” 

Neria put up her hand to stop him. She had 
turned sick with terror and anguish. 

“Hush!” she breathed. ‘You do not know 
what you are saying. Never, never speak to 
me like that again!” wi 

‘I did not intend to speak now,” he an- 
swered, his face distorted with suffering. 
“God forgive me! Tama wretch. I have no 
i $3 to utter such words to any woman. Oh, 
what have I done? How could I so far forget 
myself?” 

And he struck both hands against his fore- 
head with a gesture of intolerable anguish. 


CHAPTER XT. 
REVELATIONS. 

Talk not of comfort, ‘tis for lighter fils; 

I will indulge my sorrows, and give way 

To all the pangs and fury of despair. 

te > ADDISON, 

NERIA looked at hint a moment in silence. 
This sudden burst of contrition surprised and 
startled her. What did it mean? Ignorant as 
he was of her own history, it could only have 
reference to himself, 

“Leave me, Mr. Brandon.” she ‘said, at 
length, in a faint voice. ‘* You and Ican have 
nothing incommon. This scene isi too painful 
to be protracted.” 

** Do you forgive me?” be asked, huskily, lift- 
ing his Baraine ey es to her face, 

* For what?’ 

** Fur deceiving you. Of course you have di 
vined the truth—what relation that wretched 
madwoman bears to me! Oh, it is horrible! 1 
cannot tell you what I have suffered through 
her. It was a mistake not to have told vou all 
long ago! But I meant po wrong; I did not 
realize my own weakness, and now it is too 
late.” 

’ There was something ‘appalling in the low 
ery of.agony that broke from his lips. 

‘{ do not understand,” taltered WNeria. 
“That woman—why do you speak of her 
again?” . 

“Ah, bow can I tell you?” 

A sudden conviction drove every 
blood from Neria’s beart. 

‘She is your wife?” 

se Yes.” « 

He turned away, and strode up and down the 
room for a while, his features working con- 
vulsively, Then he confronted Neria again. 
She was sitting motionless as a figure carved in 
marble, but her eyes were full of a divine com- 
passion as she lifted them to his face, 

_ “Tam shocked and grieved by the revelation 

you have made,” she said, ‘‘‘ Mrs, Charlton had 

already told me something of that poor soul— 

but, not all. I pity you. From the depths of 

my heart I pity you. It must be a terrible 

ee sf to be linked by destiny with one like 
er. . ‘ F ' 


drop of 


‘ou have forgiven me for suffering 
my heart to go out in love for: you while duty 
and honor bound me to another?” 

, fe there was no response he went on fever. 
ishly: is 

y did not realize my own danger until it 
wes too late. Years ago, when this trouble 
first came upon me, I took up the grievous bur- 
den of life, resolved to bear it uncomplainingly 
to the end. I have so borne itup tothe moment 
you came among us, The shameand torment I 
suffered were hidden. in the recesses of) my 
own heart. I withdrew from the world and de- 
voted myself exclusively to the care of Fedora, 
shielding her in every possible way. I bore pa- 
tiently with her ill-temper, waywardness and 


tty jealousies. No man ever tried harder to 
oOhisduty. — - 
“The struggle has well-nigh broken me down, 


however. I have grown old and gray in the 
flower of my manhood. Endurance fails, pa- 
tience is well-nigh worn out. ‘There must be a 
limit to all things. I was sick and tired of the 
burden of life long before you came among us, 
Miss Perdy.” 

Neria started slightly, as she always did on 
hearing the false name spoken un tedly, 
but leaned forward in an attitude of silent at- 


tention. 
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“ Let me recall fora moment the memorable 
day when I found you in Central Park,” hecon- 
tinued, the muscles about his mouth twitching 
with pain that could not be suppressed. ‘‘ Your 
beauty and helplessness kindled a flame in my 
breast that has never died out. I brought you 
here, and awaited with poignant anxiety the 
result of the illness that followed. I had found 
a new interest in life, The sight of your fresh 

oung face was.a perpetual joy tome. I could 
fave gazed on it forever. 

“No suspicion of danger crossed my mind un- 
til the night. Fedora assaulted you in the cor- 
ridor. Then l awakened suddenly to a realiza- 
tion of the truth—-that J had Jéarned to love 
you with a mad intensity of which IT bad 
deemed myself incapable.. {had not the cour- 
age to flee from the peril that menaced us both, 
however, It seemed too dreadful to shut out 
the only ray of comfort, that bad fallen upon 
my solitary, life,...1 imagined myself strong 
enough to hide my madness in my own heart 
| forever. Oh, fatal mistake! Love like mine 
| can never be suppressed!” 
| He hid his face in his hands a moment, strug- 
| gling for self-control... 
| Neria felt deeply touched., How grand, noble 
| and self-denying. this man seemed, even in his 
‘ sorrow! Unconsciously,she compared him with 
| Lawrence, feeling a vague wish that the latter 
| had possessed inore of bis attributes. 

u“Perbaps I have said -too much,” be pdded, 

huskily, after a brief pause, “If.so, 1 have 
only to crave 
as for having loved you... This is the last exhi- 
bition of folly towhich I shail give way. Here- 
after we will be friends. Iwish you to forget 
that this episode ever occurred.” i 
He. was turning away, his face full of a 
| yearning sadness; but Neria stopped him by a 
| gesture, ; : 
; »**One moment,” she said, with forced calm- 


—— 


iness, ‘*T havea confession to make in return. 


‘for yours. If you are guilty, | am immeasur- 
ably more so. If vou_haye worn « mask, so 
have I. If you have hidden in your heart a 
sorrowful secret. that. was eating your very 
life away, I know how to sympathize with 
ou. 
: ‘What do you mean? Is it possible—” 
Sve did not wait for bim to continue. 
“While I-have strength to do so,” she re- 
sumed, dropping her eyes, ‘‘let me tell you why 
I do. not love you, and never could, under any 
circumstances,. My whole. heart.is given to 
another! He has proyen himself unworthy, it 
is true, but Jove is dong-suffering! Even the 
| memory of past happiness is. sweeter than any 
| present passion could be, Though you were a 
| free man at this.moment, I could never be more 
| to vou than a friend.” f 
Gilbert Biandon. grew very pale. Though 
conscious that Neria had experienced some 
bitter. trial in her past life, he had never 
dreamed of this. She had loved, and suffered 
through that love! Ah, what wretch could be 
base enough to cost that tender heart a singie 
ors 1 
the kindest, best. friends 1 ever had,” she re- 
sumed, ‘ Tshould have told you all, long ago, 
but skaure sealed my lips. I haye nv right.even 
to. the name I bear.” 
‘*No matter,” he said, 


catching his breath. 


| You must, bave had good reason for imposing 


upon us one that is not your own,” . 
‘“*1t eame about quite by accident, in the first 
place. I told. Mrs. Chariton she might call me 


| perdu—lost. Itwas a foolish speech, and meant 


y, and ever since I have been known as 
ais Peron.) The error was all 
uncorrected. What difference did it make? I 
do not know myself what name rightiully be- 
longs to me.” 


wed to pass 


r. Brandon looked at her in amazement, ' 
** How is that possible: ; 


‘Because I am a disowned wife—or worse 


nothing. She failed to catch the word cor- 
5 
than that.” 


might not see the expression of horror and an- 
| guish with which he regard: d her. 

‘Let me tell my s‘ory from the beginning,” 
| She went on, speaking rapidly, with ber face 


| still averted, “ Years ago my father’s family — 


was in Washington. We moved in the best 
social circles of the city. Reverses carne, how- 
ever; we were deprived of everything. My 
mother died; my “xther’s health failed, and my 
sister Edna and { were thrown upon our own 


| was one of wealth and influence, Our home 


urces, | 
‘| was scarcely sixteen at the time. ‘Trouble 
| had changed my father’s wuole mature. He 


our forgiveness for that, as well. 


have deceived you and Mrs. Charlton— 


She buried her face upon her arms that she — 
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became exacting and tyrannical. When at 
length a suitor for my hand appeared in ‘the 
person of a wealthy old gentleman more than 
treble my own age, papa would hear to no re- 
monstrance, but commanded me to prepare my- 
_self for the marriage without delay. 

**T need not dwell upon the’ scenes that fol- 
lowed. My whole soul rebelled against the un- 
natural union, Prayers, tears and expostula- 
tions were in vain, however. I had my choice 
to obey, or leave my father’s house forever. 

“Edna sided with papa. She could not ‘en- 
dure a life of poverty, and added to my misery 
by “her reproaches arid entreaties. She thought 


I might sacrifice myself for the common | 


good. 
“You divine the result, perhaps. Unable to 
comply with théir wisbes, I fled one fatal night 


from home, and going to another city, obtained | 


a position as governess in a private family. 
From that day to this I have never entered my 
father’s house or heard one word from him or 
my sister.” 

She paused a moment to gather strength. 
Mr. Brandon stood asif turned to stone, pallid 
and motionless.. The worst was yet ‘to come, 
and he seemed to divine intuitively the terrible 
ature of the revelation that awaited him. 

Neria’s head sunk lower and lower, and it 
was in a scarcely audible voice that she finished 
her story. 

Very briefly she moe of the chance meeting 
with Lawrence Gordon, the sudden passion his 


handsome face inspired, the rash marriage—or. 


what she took to be one—that followed, the 
Jong, happy months of her’ sojourn at Late 
. George, and finally of the terribie: awakening 
that came to her brief but happy dream when 
_ she learned of her lover’s unworthiness, and he 
had cruelly deserted her. 

The wretched man pressed his hands to his 
Age les more than once before she concluded, 

e had drunk deep of the cup of sorrow al- 
ready, but never had he experienced a moment 
so full of agony as this. 

* Poor, poor child!” he said, in a hoarse 
choked voice. ‘How you have suffered! And 
{ have only added to your misery by my un- 
warrantable folly.” 

‘*Do not reproach yourself; there is no 
. need.” : 

_. “How can you ever forgive me?” 

‘She raised ber head, her beautiful eyes shin- 
ing upon him full of remorse and contrition. 

*Itis I who have need of pardon,” she said, 
humbly. “lhad noright to enter this house 
vunder false pretenses, * Had the truth been 
known, I might not have been harbored here a 
single day.” ; 

“Oh, you would, you would,” he answered, 
_ earnestly. 

‘Forgive me for having sullied your beauti- 
ful home by my presence. Ihave been almost 
bappy here. My troubles seemed less in-up- 
portable. I could not tear myself away at 
once. I had suffered so much—the very at- 
mosphere was full of peace.” ~ a 
66 eria—” 

She quickly raised her hand. | ; 

“Hush! I am not strong as I was once. 
Please go away. Give me time to reflect 
calmly upon what has occurred. Then I shall 
be able to see my way more clearly than at 

: 


He clasped her pascive fingers—even laid 


_ them against his cherk for a moment. 


‘God help you,” he said; and so left her. 

__ Neria turned her face to the wall with a 
long, sobbing sigh. Jt seemed as though her 
last friend had gone.from her. 


‘*Must I tear myself away from even this 
refuge?” she murmured. ‘Oh, it is ‘very 
hard.” bd % 


CHAPTER XII. 
THE HAND OF)FATE, 


“What fates impose, that ment must needs abide; “ 


It boots not to resist both wind and tide, 
— b | SHAKESPEARE. 
More than an hour went by, and at last a 
soft, gliding step entered ths room, and ap- 
proached the couch on whic Neria was lying. 
“Gilbert has told me all” said Mrs. Charl- 
ton’s low, swéet voice, ‘and I am here’ to offer 


? 


He) Aad and sympathy. Your Jot has been a 


er one, poor child. 


“The girl lifted her streaming eyes'to the kind | 


face that bent above her. 


“« Have you no word of reproach to utter for 


having deceived you?” shé asked. ‘* Not one?’ 
**Why should I? Noone ever inquired very 
elosely into your past history, and it "vas not 


: a _, to be expected that you would volunteer in- 


' 
, \ 


1 
et 
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a ee 


formation concerning it. The only deception 


you have practiced has been in the silence that 


you have maintained,” ’ 

‘It was a distressing subject to talk about, I 
often felt tempted to speak, and knew it was my 
duty. But, my courage always failed when it 
camé to the test. You had been so kind to me 
—I could not endure the thought of cold words 
and averted looks. But ‘God has taken his own 
way of setting things right, Iam sure you can 
bear with me a little longer,” 

‘What do you mean?’ Mrs. Charlton in- 
quired, struck by the hopelessness of the tone. 

‘Of course 1 must leave here at once, 
must go out into the world to try my fortunes 
anew.” 

‘** Alas! my poor child.” 

““You see the necessity as clearly as [ do,” 
Neria went on, catching her breath in a sob. 
“Hven if you were willing to give me a refuge, 
knowing my history as you do now, [ could not 
remain, Circumstances have rendered this im- 
possible.” 

‘A slight flush kindled in the cheeks of the 
elder lady. 

“Of course you refer to my brother’s unhappy 
attachment for you,” she said. ‘‘It is useless 
for us to disguise: matters any longer. How 
unfortunate that you should have won his heart 
so byt bs Iam not surprised, however. You 
are just the sort of person he could learn to love 
idolatrously, were every obstacle removed, 
Poor fellow! what has he not endured!” 

joey after a moment given to reflection, she 
added: ‘ 

‘You, have decided wisely —you must go 
away. This house is no longer a proper refuge 
for you. Deeply as it will grieve me to part 
with you I cannot urge you to remain.” 

“Let me go at once—this very hour,” cried 
Neria, starting up with burning cheeks. 

“Calm yourself. There is wo need of extreme 
haste. I intend finding you a good position 
with some kind person, to recompense you for 
the one you_have lost. Nothing less would 
satisfy me. I will drive to the city the first 
thing to-morrow morning, and make inqui_ies 
among my friends.” 


Neria fell back again, her eyes flooded with. 


tears. 
‘| will do anything you advise,” she said, 


humbly. 
“That is right, dear. 1 know you will find it 


hard to go among strangers again, but look&to . 


God for encouragement. He will give you 
strength for whatever trials are in store for 


ou. * 
e During the long hours of the night that fol- 
lowed, Neria lay wide awake, thinking of her 
wrongs, and thy fresh trouble that bad arisen. 
It seemed like a second banishment to leave 
this comfortable home that she had found so 
pleasant, and go out into the cold, unfeeling 
world again, ? 
‘What should she do? The thought of Law- 
rence rose more than once in her troubled wind. 
sy res heard no wordof him during ail these 
weeks. 


March had come round, Had he married her 
rival during the interval, and so raised an in- 
superable barrier between them? ‘tank 
‘No matter,” sighed the poor soul, “I is 
my marriage that Heaven will sanction as the 
true one, Lentered into it in good faith, It 
will stand as long.as the werld eudures. I care 


not though he did say it was illegal and void. | 


Man has one way of judging of these things— 
God another. .I havedone nothing for which to 
reproach myself.” nit 

he temptation to, seek her.recreant lover and 
make one last appeal to his sense of right and 
honor rose strong within her treast.. Such 4 
step seemed useless, however. If he had mar- 
ried -again—as was. more than probable—all 
hope of baving ber wrongs adjusted was gone 
forever. Nothing remained but to take up the 
burden of life alone, meeting with a bold front 
whatever vicissitudes’ fate had in store for 


her. ‘ ; 

‘‘If I had loved him less idolatrously* he 
mizbt vot bave been false to me,” sha though . 

Before morning dawned she had sué¢ceeded in 
calming her fevered pulsese little, When Mrs. 
Charlton came up-Sstairs, to say good-by before 
setting out tor the city, Neria had dressed ber- 
self, and was sitting up ab the open window, 
pallid and cold, but very calm, c 

“Take courage,’ whispered. the kind lady. 
“You will alwavs find a friendin me-—I do not 
intend»ever to lose sight of you. There’ are 
hosts of good people m the world. I hope to 
find you.a home so pleasant yau will soon cease 
to regret the one you leave behind.” | 


r 
’ : / I 
ad ;- 2 


| tion to go 


It was October when they parted, and 
now winter was almost. over—-the month of 


‘sumption: 


| mission or ot 


The day woreon. Finding the solitude of her 
own room inexpressibly irksome, Neria finaily 
went down-stairs for a book, hoping thus to be- 
guile the long hours of their weariness until 
Mrs. Charlton’s return. - ’ 

As she opened the library door, some one roso 
up from a little table’ beside it. 1t was Mr. 
Brandon. Neria drew back with a startled 
ery—she had seen him drive awuy two hours 
before, and did not know he had returned. 

** You here?” she stammered. 

He came toward her. His face was haggard, 
with bluish circles under the eyes. One Jook 
sufficed to show that he had'suffered intensely, 

“J cannot bear to think’that I am driving 
you away,” he said, hurriedly, clasping her 
trembling hand: “Nothing grieves meso much 
as that. hat can be done?” ; 

“Nothing,” she replied, 

‘“‘T have thought the matter oyer again ‘and 
again. I would do anything in the world to 
spare you a'single pang.” 

-~4©-You and Mrs. Charlton have been very good 
to me,” she said, with forced calmness. “ican 
never thank you sufficiently.” ’ 

“Let me tell you of a plan that has suggested 
itself to my mind. I have long felt an inclina- 
abroad. I might set out on my | 
travels at once, leaving you here to cheer m 
sister’s solitude while I am absent.” 4 

Neria understood at once the sacrifice he in- 
tended. With him away there was nothing to 
hinder her from remaining at Cragnest as long 
as she desired. "He was ready to go in order 
that she might stay. 

‘“*No, no, no!” she vehemently exclaimed, 
“Tt must not be, Iwill not be guilty of driving 
you away from your own fireside. It is your 
pieces and Ihave noclaim to be here, not the 
east. You are very generous and noble, and I 
thank you a thousand'times. But it is I who 
must go. Do not waste upon me another anx- 
ious thought. I ami reconciled to the change— 
or soon shall be.” aby zs 

Not trusting herself to say more, she broke 
from him abruptly and hurried back to ‘her 
chamber. Her heart fluttered painfully, sho © 
knew not mace 

“How sad it is that one so noble should be 
doomed to such a life,” she thought. “Toa 
good, true woman Gilbert Brandon. would 

ave made a tost devoted husband. Now he 
is tied to that fiend in human shape. Ah, what 
terrible mistakes men, and women, too, often 
make!” : 

It was dark when Mrs, Charlton returned. 
She came ba at once, looking both pleased 
apa roles : aea Paid nn A 1 : 

¢ ave succee even beyond my expecta- 
tions, dear,” she said. ‘After sane dashuiries, 
an old friend referred me to a lady who is de- 
sirous of securing some agreeable young person 
for a companion. Of course I Enstonde io call 
upon her, and the result is that she has agreed 
to take you upon trial. You can go to-mor- 
row. 

Neria’s heart beat a little quicker, Ah, if she 
had but known! é, hit 

‘‘ What is the lady’s name?” she inquired, af- 
ter a brief pause. ’ 

. “Mrs, Gerald Atherton,” 


: 


“ Tt awakened no familiar chord in Neria's 


mind--she had never heard it before, 
_ ‘Mrs. Atherton is somewhat of an invalid,” 
Mrs. Charlton explained. ‘‘She has been mar- 


ried some months, but her health began to fail 


long before. It is my opinion that she has con- 
She has given up society on accouns 
of ber health, and her husband is away on some 

her in Europe. She leads @ lonely 


life of it, with only servants nthe house. She 


“wishes some’ one who will prove’a pleasant 


Sea and help enliven the hours of lone- 
S, : rad of 


ess. 

‘* Did she think T would suit her?” i 

“Very wellindeed. You are just the sort of 
person she was wishing to secure.” ~~ 

Of course Neria did not dreamof declining 
the, situation. “Mrs. Charlton had*assured her 
that Mrs. Atherton would prove a very de- 
sirable person to be with, and there was noth- 
ing more required. ‘ 

Early the next morning she set out on her 
short, journey. Mrs. Charlton embraced and 
wept over her, exacting promises of frequent 
visits, but Mr. Brandon did not appear. Neria 
was spared the embarrassment of a formal 
parting with him. * y 

The Atherton mansion was a large, hand- | 
some house in the suburbs of the city. Tha 
grounds about it were spacious, and evidently 
well kept during the properseason. Everything 
Neria observed indicated the abundant means . 


and good taste of the owner, | : 


i ; rd 


¢ 


“ 


A well-bred servant ushered her into the spa- 
cious hall. ‘What name shall I say?? he in- 
quired, throwing open the door of a small but 
handsomely-furnished reception-room. . 

Neria hesitated. She could not quite recon- 
cile it with her conscience to give a false name, 
and yet of course Mrs..Charlton had recom- 
mended heras *‘ Miss Perdy.” 

““You may tell Mrs. Atherton it isthe young 
perso’ who'has come to be her companion,” she 
said, at length. 

The servant bowed, and departed... Neria 
sunk into one ofthe Juxurious chairs, a strange 
feeling of nervousness that almost amounted to 
fear coming over ber, Jt seemed, oddly 
pneagh; as though a crisis in her life were at 

and, ry 

Presently thé soft rustle:of a woman's gar- 

ents siruck upon herears. Neria was sitting 
With her head cast dejectedly down, but she 
raised it. » A lady, tall, graceful and elegantly 

» Wass coming toward: her with out: 
stretched . hands. Neria gave a violent start, 
then Spring to her feet; > 

“Edna!” she gasped, her hoarse voice betray- 
en, ‘dread aud incredulity. 

. Atherton took a step nearer. »For one 

moment she stood transfixed, as though sudden- 

turned to stone. Finally a suppressed cry 
broke from her trembling lips. ; 

“My sister! Isit possible that I have found 
You at last?” s 

And the two so long separated, but now 
strangely reunited, rushed into each other’s 


CHAPTER XIIi. 
OF ONE RACE. 
: I survive, 
To mock theexpectation of the world, 
\ ; — SHAKESPEARE, 
Somm time elapsed before Neria or Mrs. 
Atherton cou'd rally from the shock of this un- 
expected meeting. There were many kisses, 
fears and/loving’embraces before at last they 
became a little mo1e composed. 
Mrs. Atherton finally threw herself. on a low 


' stoolvat: Neria’s feet. ber rich dress trailing the 


look unheeded. She-was a very attractive- 
nd ne ‘woman, with a. fair, high-bred face, 
Jon Y blue eyes, and abundant blonde bair. 

@3t now. her usually pale. cheel:s were .deli- 
cately flushed with the hectic of excitement. 

She had taken both Neria’s hands in her own, 
and while clinging to them. was lookiog up into 
the girl's face with a gaze full of:tende: uess and 
eager curiosity. 

‘ How. strange it seems that my hired com- 
panion should owls to bemy own sister,” she 
exclaimed. ‘fI.can. scarcely realize the fact 
even yet, -Tell me-how it happers tat you 
were reduced to the extren.ity of seeking such 
@position.” .  . vid ane ; 

‘What else could I do? I was friendless and 


», penniless when I left my father’s house.” 


‘Ob, why did you ever go away ?” 
Neria dropped her eyes with a look of gentle 
reproach, * 
‘Would you have wished me to remain, and 
~— the man papa had selected for my husband, 
nowing asIdid that I should always dislike 
and despise him ?? 


erhaps you acted wisely; at least I hope it 
Mbp. the best. But why did you never come 
’ oY Area Rtalte to, us? We hunted every- 
Ww _? or you—even advertised in the pa- 


“It was thy intention ‘toc ' 2 
from the old life,” Neria anseee ee post 
that I no Jonger had any part in it. I had 


- made my decision, and meant, to abide by it,” 


' Just then were of another. 


‘*'You .were always a_ litt) ; 
eis e@ headstrong, 
Neria started,at the sound of the familiar 


pet name. It was one by which her sister had | 


always addressed her. What an eternit 
elapsed since sbe last heard it! She ie < 
though she had lived a century in the mean 
time. So she had, if duration is measured by 
what one suffers, ‘ 

It was Mrs., Atherton who. broke the brief gi- 
lenee that fell between them. F 

* What changes have occurred since. you left 
us,” she exclaimed. ‘I was liv ng iny ashing- 
ton then, and had no idea what my future 
would be. Papa alwaysurged me to marry a 
man of wealth and position, however, and-so I 
have. You are not to infer that I wedded 
Gerald for his money, though. 1b is not true— 
Tlove him devoted! y..? 

Neria.did not even see the slow flame that 
kindled in her sister’s eyes. All her thoughts 


~ 
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“Papa?” she gasped, ‘‘I have heard nothing 
of himinallthese years. Nothing!” 

_Mrs. Atherton’s face took on a sad expres- 
sion. 


‘Prepare yourself for bad news,” she said. | 


‘¢ Poor papa is dead.” 
“* Dead > 
“Yes. : 

But his last words were of you, expressing a 

desire for your forgiveness. He felt that he 

had been severe and unjust in his dealings with 
you. 

Neria’s tears fell fast...Cruelly as he had 
treated her, she had always loved him. 

“How, sad,” she murmured, ‘I was not even 
permitted to receive his dying blessing.” 

“There is more to tell,” Mrs, Atherton re- 
sumed. ‘*Do you remember having heard 

apa speak of a very eccentric old lady, Mrs. 
aunce, w ho was mamma’s aunt?” 

‘*She-is almost, fabulously rich, and has no 
near heirs to her immense fortune. Well, who 
should appear unexpectedly at papa’s funeral 
but this same Mrs, Faunce. She resides here, 
in. New York, and brought me.home with ber 
ationce. Before a month elapsed sho had for- 
mally adopted me.” ' , 

Neria’s surprise and pleasure were very great. 

‘‘ You have been fortunate,” she gently said. 

“But I never forgot you, Neelia, even for a 
moment, After. the change was effected I 
sought you more anxiously than ever, though 
secretly. Aunt Faunce became almost as much 
interested as myself in tie search, We. left 
no means untried to find you. Bub. you, had 
dropped the family name, it appears, Mrs. 
Chariton called you ‘ Miss Berd y,’ 1 believe—” 

‘‘That was not the name | took at first,” 
Neria interrupted, .‘‘Of course I did not wish 
it’ known, that I was one of the Thorntons, of 
Washington; therefore.1 took the more ple- 
beian name of Granger. . It was the first that 
suggested itself.” 

“What a dreadful life you-must have led! 
It seems very unfortunate that you, a Thorn- 
ton, should have been. driven to the expedient 
of working for your daily bread.” _.. 

‘‘T never felt tbat, labor degraded me.” 

‘Well, you were always. peculiar in your 
notions,” came tke somewhat. impatient. re- 
sponse. ‘‘ But itis,all over and past—we will 
not quarrel about it now. Ihave found_you, 
aud we will never be separated again. our 
days of toil are over. I shall take care of 
you— ; 

** Wait,” said Neria, putting up her, hand 
with an expression of pan. “‘Make»no rash 
yromises. ou may feel differently when you 

ave heard my story.” 

Mrs. Atherton looked surprised... 

**T don’t know why Ishould. We are sisters, 
end f would do anything in the world for you. 
But proceed with what you have tosay. Even 
the most trifling items in your experience will 
be of interest to, me.” 

Neria knelt down beside her sister, and with 
her face hidden on the latter’s shoulder told all 
the siany of her later years—how_ Lawrence 
Gordon had met, married and then discarded 
her, wrecking life and peace, and well nigh 
breaking her tortured heart. 

The horror with which Mrs. Atherton listened 
to the tale can be better imagined than de- 
scribed. She was a very proud woman, and it 
was a terrible blow to learn, that ber sister had 
been so woefully deceived—a Thoraton dragged 
down to the level of baser pErOBL Hy ~ 

For a moment she felt like throwing off the 
clinging arms wreathed about her neck. But 
a better impulse prevailed. Neria herself was 
blameless, she had not deserved the grievous 
Ee wane that had fallen upon her, and Mrs. 

therton, with all her failings, was a just wo- 
man. 

“The wretch! the cowardly villain!” she. ex- 
claimed, almost beside herself, ‘‘How dared 
be so trifle with a person of your birth and 
breedin ? The name Thornton o/ itself should 
have been sufficient to shield you.” , 

“Recollect, Lawrence never. knew it was 


mine,” Neria. answered, between hysterical 


sobs. ‘*Some whimsical feeling prevented me 
from/telling him until it was too late. It was 
only as Neria Granger, the governess, that he 
knew me. I never disclosed to him the real 
facts.of my history—he is not acquainted with 
them now.” ' : 

“No matter. Wicked, heartless villain! He 
must have seen that you were a lady, despite 
the, menial position you filled. I shall tell 
Gerald when he returns from abroad. My hus- 
band will seek him out and punish bim as he so 
richly deserves.” : | 


He died more than a year since, 


| 
| 


‘Oh, no, no,” cried Neria, earnestly. ‘‘ That 
would do me no good. Lhaveno desire to see 
him suffer,” 

“Would you leave sucha wretch'to run his 
reckless race unmolested ?” 

‘*He no. longer loves me. Nothing could re- 
store my faith and trustin him, My wrecked 
life can never be made again what it was before 
he crossed my path, Any punishment that 
could be meted out to him would not avail 
me. 

Mrs. Atherton.rose, and walked up and down 
the room in great excitement. Her proud 
spirit chafed under the insult that had been 
parowgp upon her through Neria’s recréant hus- 

and. 

‘* The facts connected with the marriage shall? 
be thoroughly investigated!” she exclaimed. 
** Who knows but it was perfectly legal, despite 
that man’s assertions to the conerary He 
shown himself base enough for any iniquity.” 

Her emotion subsided after a little, she was 
able to discuss the matter more quietly? Pre- 
sently she took Neria up-stairs, and showed her 
the pretty suit of rooms that had been up 
for her own use, eae . 

“My husband is very fond .of me—he sur- 
rounds. me with every luxury,” she said. “‘ How 
unfortunate that be should be away! He would 
know just what to advise. Ah, it ‘would kill 
me if he were to abandon me as you have been 
abandoned.” ~ 

“T believe it would.” 5 

“But he is aicapahls of such, baseness. You 
do nct know how kind and good he is! It wasa 
great trial for him to leave me even for a few 
weeks,” : 7. F 
“Why did he go?” Neria inquired, rather ab- 
ay ge oh tes 
“Some business complications required his 

resence in Europe. Inever attempted to un- 

erstand them—it would have been of no use, 
But he was likely to loso a large sum of money 
—the bulk of his fortune. The matter was too 
important to be trusted to an agent, so he went 
himself.” 

Neria made no reply. She was mentally'con : 
trasting her sister’s happy lot with her own. 
How dreadful it seemed that ‘such 
must be, : . 

“T will show you Gerald’s picture,” Mrs. 


contrasts 
s 


Atherton said, after a pause, ‘It is the only 


one in my_ possession. 
trouble of sitting. Here it ison the mantle, I 
keep it where I can run at any time and look at 
it 


She lifted. it eagerly, and was. coming for- 
ward to display it when the bit of painted 
ivory slipped through her fingers and fell upon 


He does not like the 


the glowing coals in the grate. Instantly it_ 


was nition, 
_Acry of dismay broke from Mrs. Atherton’s 
lips. She sunk upon a chair bursting into bys 
terical tears, ‘ 

‘‘How careless of me! And TI wanted so 
much that you should see it. Gerald is the 
handsomest man I ever saw.. The accident al- 
most seems like an evil omen.” ; 


lackened and discolored past rec 


_- 


CHAPTER XIV. 
A SUDDEN ADOPTION, 
My joys, like men in crowds, press out so fast, 


Taey stop by their own numbers, and their haste. 
—Str Roserr Howarp, 


Tue morning hours slipped away unnoticed 
by the reunited sisters.. They had so much tm 
say to each other! There were a thousand 
questions to ask, and as many more to be 
answered. Every one knows how it is after a 
lon neperation of those sincerely attached to 
each other, : 

The abrupt ringing of the dinner-bell startled 
them both. ; 

‘So late!” Mrs, Atherton exclaimed, looking 
at her watch, ‘‘[ had no idea howvapidly time 
was flying, 
Where are your boxes?” 

“ Down-stairs,” Meria replied. 
one, and brought. it in the carriage with'me. A, 
hired companion does not require many dresses, 
you know.” 

Mrs. Atherton did not notice the half-sad 
smile that accompanied the words. 
for a servant, and 
brought up. The instant it was unlocked she 
drew out the BoP piain garments it contained, 
tossing them disdainfuily aside, one by one, . 

‘‘ There is really nothing fit to put on. I don’t 
know how you could ever inake up your mind 
to wear such dreadful things, ce 
would better become a dairy-maid.” 

“They are the best. I could afford.” 


We must make haste to dress. 
‘‘T have but 


She rung. 
ordered the box to be 


ie. They 


- 


’ 


v4Q 


ee 


** Well, you shall never wear them again. I 
will lend you some of mine, until you can get 
an outfit made,” : 

‘ Going to the wardrobe she took down a plain 
blue silk with trimmings of creamy lace. Ne- 
ria remonstrated—she would sooner have worn 
the simple black serge she hadon, Mrs. Ather- 


ton would not héar to it, however. * 


‘* My husband’s mother is in the house—you 
will meet her at dinner,” she said. ‘‘I do not 
wish she should see you dressed like a common 
servant.” 

Under these circumstances, Neria felt com- 
pelled to yield. Once arrayed as her sister de- 

f sired, she scarcely knew her own reflection in 
the mirror, however, but blushed and drew 


back, 

‘Why, how beautiful you are!” Mrs. Ather- 
ton exclaimed, in accents of genuine pleasure 
and approval. ‘Fine dress makes all the dif- 
ference in the world. I am quite plain beside 


‘ - a! 


hi ey Very long,” Neria answered, just above her 
breath 


She was inwardly trembling. Something in 
the lady’s voice set every nerve in her being 
aquiver. The feeling was so intense as to be 
even painful. Where, and under what circum- 
Dh stances had she heard it before? 

‘ Dinner ended, and the problem still remained 
unsolved, though it had perplexed her mind 
_ every moment of thetime. She could not nelp 
recurring to it the instant she was alone 
with her sister. 
“Did we ever meet Mrs, Atherton years ago, 
when we lived in Washington?” she inquired. 
_*No,” was the answer. ‘‘She was not in the 
habit of visiting there.” 
“(Of whom, then, does she remind me?’ 

‘*T cannot tell, I am sure. She has a look like 
bsg a he is much the bandsomer of the 
two. it you have never seen my husband; 
and it cannot be the likeness to him that im- 
presses you.” K : 

“Of course not,” Neria replied, in a dreamy 


ps tone. ‘‘I wish I knew who it could be. 

2. ‘The next morning an une eted visitor made 
y. her appearance, was no less a person than 
i _ Mrs, Faunce, the great-aunt to whom Edna had 
ih 


once or twice referred. She was a withered lit- 
ee tle woman of seventy, with keen, penetrating 
- black eyes, and a wrinkled though not unpleas- 

ant face. 

_ Bursting unceremoniously into the chamber 
where the psers were sitting, she stopped shurt 
with a muttered ejaculation of surprise, on see- 

i ing that Edna was not alone. 
"Bat Who is this? My old eyes are not so 
ie ood as they were once. Seems to me I ought 
me.” 
‘The young wife came forward, flushing with 
re pleasure. 
_ “Look again, dear aunt Faunce,” she said. 
“It ismy long-lost sister. It is Neelie.” 
“‘Neelie!” ejaculated the old lady; starting 
back as though she had been shot, 
- “Yes, No wonder youaresurprised. I could 
scarcely believe the evidence of my senses, It 
_ is like a romance. ‘I was wishing to hirea com- 
~ panion, you know, and Neelie came for the 
situation. She had no idea that Mrs. Atherton 
‘was her own sister! How strangely affairs 
- sometimes turn out.” _ : 
Mrs. Faunce was staring at the girl with an 
odd twinkle in her bright, black eyes. 
“Ts it true?” she uttered. “Are you Neelie 


_ “Yes, madam.” 

 * - “*T begin to believeit. But what possessed 
=f you to run away?” 

oy “T would rather not talk about it, if you 
ease,” Neria answered, a pathetic little auiver 
sy, an her voice, ‘‘If I did wrong, I have neen sui- 
| fieiently punished.” =, 


\ 
sh 
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know that face, but Idon’t. Edna, enlighten |, 


ix 


__A MAN’S SIN. 


‘“‘’m glad you got your deserts. But where 
have you kept yourself all these years?” 
_ Neria turned her face aside without reply- 


ing. ’ 

‘* My poor sister has a very sad story to tell,” 
Edna interposed. *‘You must be very gentle 
with her, aunt Faunce.” 

‘*Gentle? Fiddlesticks! Ishall treat her as 
she deserves—no better, no worse. So,” again 
fixing her gaze on the trembling girl, ‘‘:you did 
not find it so pleasant as you imagined fighting 
the world alone?” 

‘‘No, madam.” 

“Humph! Tell me all about it.” 

Mrs. Faunee threw herself into a chair, as- 
suming a listening attitude.’ But Neria could 
ees speak at once, she was so choked with emo- 

ion. 

‘*“Go on,” said the old lady, impatiently. ‘I 
never like to be kept waiting.” 

‘* Let me tell her,” said Edna, gently drawing 
her sister aside. ‘‘ You are not equal to the 
task. I know the outlines of the story, and you 
can add the details some other time.’ 

In a few touching words Edna related the ro- 
mance of the poor wrecked life that had: been 
blighted in its early springtime. Mrs, Faunce 
listened silently till the end. Her eyes flashed, 
and she drew a deep, hoarse breath more than 
once, before the recital was over. 

“ Bless me!” ‘she cried, at last, ‘ What an 
experience for a chit of a girl like you!” 

Then, brushing one bony hand across her 
eyes, she added, in a more determined tone: 

“Dreadful! Tnever heard anything like it. 
So that scamp married you, or pretended he 
did, then a away and left you to shift for 
yourself? I could shake the villain! But we 
are nct done with him yet. You have some one 


to back you now, poor child! We'll hunt him 
down! Ill put every lawyer in New York on 
his track. The wretch be punished, I 


promise you, for what he has made you suffer.” 
oe ae beautiful face grew white with an- 
sh. ; 

““T have no desire for vengeance she said. 
“What comfort could it bring me? All I ask is 
the privilege of passing the remnant of my days 
in peace and retirement.” 

“The marriage must be acknowledged; you 
owe that to your friends,” snapped Mrs. Faunce. 
“Tn one of the scamp’s assertions, I have no 
doubt but it is binding upon you both—” 

‘‘No, no,” interrupted the girl, in a beart- 
broken voice. ‘‘ Do not raise any false hopes in 
my heart. I have faced the bitter truth so long 
that Iam learning to bear it, Another disap- 
pointment might kill me. The burden of shame 
and misery must be borne to the bitter end.” 

“The validity of the marriage shall be tested, 
at allevents. Have you a certificate?” 

“T had one. But he—Lawrence—took it 
away.” 

Mrs. Faunce trembled with indignation. ° 

“T am not surprised,” she cried. ‘‘ The 
wretch was too cunning to leave any proof be- 
hind. What you say only confirms me in the 
opinion that the marriage is valid. What would 
he want of that bit of paper unless it could be 
used against him? No, you are the villain’s 
lawful wife, and he knows it.” 

Neria put her hand to her head—everythin 
seeraed to be whirling around her. What if i 
should be true? What if the dreadful dis- 
grace that had clouded her life should be swept 
erty ; 

‘*Oh God, what a burden would be lifted 
from my aching heart!” she thought. 

“Leave me to manage this business for 

ou,” Mrs. Faunce resumed, a red spot burn- 
ing in either cheek. ‘‘I know how to deal 
with cowards and miscreants. Justice shall be 
done. AllTrequirsis a few names and dates, 
and a description of the place where the cere- 
mony was performed. I shall consult with m 
confidential lawyer before I sleep. We will 

rove the marriage valid, then shake our fists 
in the young man’sface. Hemay go his own 
way afterward, and we will go ours.” 

“OF course my sister could never be friends 
with him again, under any circumstances,” 
Edna said, rather Sr peat yf ; 

‘*T would disown her if she ever spoke a civil 
word to him,” snapped the elder lady. 

Poor Neria was suffering intensely. Ve 
much against her wishes she gave the items of 
information Mrs. Faunce required. ; 

Ah, how little did either of the three dream 
what a terrible trial awaited them in the near 
future! 

Fora long time afterward Mrs. Faunce sat 
without speaking. She was evidently revoly- 
img some problem in her mind. The girl’s sad 
history anu curiorn sicuatio. au voucned her 


| 


ee 


heart, and she was not one whose sympathies 
were ever enlisted in vain. ‘ 

“Edna,” she said, abruptly, turning to Mrs. 
Atherton, ‘I have something to propose. You 
are married to a rich husband who loves you 
devotedly. No wish of your heart need remain 
ungratified. Is it not so?” ' 

*“ Yes,” the young wife answered, opening 
her beautiful eyes wide with s ise. 

‘You are sufficiently rich in this world’s 
goods without taking anything I may have to 
ive? 

* Certainly.” 

‘* Well, poor Neria has nothing. She is lit- 
erally a beggar. A sad strait for a Thornton 
to be in, but the truth may be told without dis- 

e. Now Iam coming to the point at issue. 
bave already acknowledged you as my heir- 
ess. How would it please: you to step down 
and out of the position that your sister may oc- 
cupy itin your stead?” tig 

moment’s silence followed the question. 

Edna was not a selfish person, however, and she 
said —— ‘ 
“TI should like it above all things, aunt 
Faunce. My sister needs your money, and I do 
not, By all means make her your heiress. I 
hope you will.” , A 

eria a to remonstrate, but the old lady 
refused to listen. mi & 
‘The matter is settled,” she said, in a tone of 
decision. ‘* We understand our mutual posi- . 
tions without further words. I shall remgm- 
ber you handsomely in my will, Edna, but'the 
bulk of my fortune will go to this homeless and 
friendless child. Hereafter she shall be as a 
daughter to me.” 
Mrs. Faunce Inid her hand caressingly on 
Neria’s bowed head, tears filling her stern old 
eyes. 
‘“*I trust we shall learn to love each e 
very dearly,” she added. “I know I wanlions 
you if you will only let me,” 


CHAPTER XY. 
THE LULL BEFORE THE TEMPES?, 


Oh, how bitter a thing it is to look 
Into happiness through another man’s eyes! 
— SHAKESPEARE, 


NERrA could scarcely realize the fact of the 
change in her circumstances. It seemed like a 
dream. Could it be possible that she who had 
we - i ohm only 4 few hours be- 
ore, had sudden n given a home 

sition in the world 3 # ; brn bt og 
Nearly all her thoughts, however, centered. 
upon the one question of the validity of the 
marriage ceremony that had been per ormed a 
year before in one of the little, out-of-the-way 
churches of New Orleans. 
Mrs. Faunce’s decisive'words had restored 
hope to her despondent heart. Might it not be 
ssible, after all, that Lawrence had deceived 
er, and she was hig lawful wife in spite of his 
cruel denial? f 
‘* Heaven grant it,” she thought. “ What ara 
wealth and influential friends worth to m6 with- 
out my own self-respect and peace of mind? [| 
cannot hope for happiness until this cloud has 
been lifted from my heart.” 
Going down-stairs the next morning, after a 
sleepless night, she found Edna poring over an 
open letter. It had justcome in by the morning’s 

st. The young wife’s cheeks were like roses, 
and her eyes shone with subdued happiness. 

“Good news,” she said, looking up with a 
smile as Neria entered. “I havea letter from 
my husband. The business that called him 
abroad is nearly completed, He is coming 
home!” a 
** Very soon?” 
“He will be here in a week at the latest. I 
am almost wild with joy. Gerald is so brave, 
so noble, so handsome! ‘It would be impossible 
not to love him. Sometimes I wonder why it is 
that God has blessed me with such supremo. 
ha Sta Ney ou-—” 

I) short; the contrast that Neria’s 

saddened Ife presented was too vivid. 
_ ‘‘ Never mind,” she added, hastily, kissing her 
sister's pale cheek. ‘Gerald will be a good, 
true friend to you. Take courage. He is so 
sonerons and so wise. He will know exactly 
wrongs. 


e right course to pursue to redress your 
wron Iam very glad he is coming. I Sass 
implicit confidence in his judgment,” 

‘* Have you written to tell him I am here?” 
“Not yet; and now it is too late, He has, 
eee, set out already on the return voyage. 

omatter. It will bea pleasant surprise for him 
when he arrives.” 


‘“OF course he knows that 


sis- 
ter?’ 


¢ 


you have a 
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don, 
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Edna’s br'cht face saddened a little. 

“No,” sone replied. ‘‘He isa proud man, and 
has peculiar notions of propriety. I could 
never quite bring myself to teil him the story 
of your flitting. It was not until recently that 
Mrs. Atherton knew anything of it. She heard 
some sort of rumors abroad, and I bad to tell 
her the truth.” 


Neria sighed. Why was it that she had al- 


ways brought misery and disgrace upon her 
friends? s} 
: at “e Atherton may not be pleased,” she fal- 
ered, 

“It will be a little shock, just at first. But 
a generous and good he cannot be angry 


“You seem to love him very dearly,” said 
es with another involuntary sigh. 

“Ido. He has written me such a beautiful 
letter—he always does, for that matter. I'm 
tempted to let you read it—just to see what 
00d reasor I have fo. lavishing such supreme 
affection on him.” nih i 

She stretched out her jeweled hand with the 
letter, but before Neria could take it, drew it 

witha vivid blush. : 

“‘T had betier keep it:to myself, after all. It 
is so-mucly like a love-letter you might be 
tempted to laugh.” 

Neria félt her heart beat with a sudden 
thrill. Why did the handwriting, at the dis- 
tance she saw it, present an appearance so pain- 
fully familiar? loge 

Fortunately the elder Mrs. Atherton entered 
at this instant.. The three repaired to the 
breakfast-room together, and the subject of the 
letter was not renewed: 

Later in the day, Edna ordered the carriage. 
Sc much shopping. must necessarily be done to 
equip Neria for her changed position, it was 
deemed ‘best to begin at once, 

They had gone the rounds of the leading 
shops, and purchased any amount. of costly 
silks and laces--whatever Edna admired, for 
Neria scarcely felt or expressed a wish in the 
matter, What were fine raiment and costly 
apparel to her with her aching heart, and the 
dreadful interests she had at stake? But for 
the fear or displeasing ber sister she would bave 
di everything of the sort. 

r At last their faces were turned toward home. 
aaa was: but: one more call to make—at a 
ashionable dressmaker’s where Edna had some 
vrders te leave, While this was being done, 
erla remained outside, sitting in the carriage. 
he was gazing listlessly down the street whet: 
some one crossed from the other side. 

it was Giibert Brandon. Neria’s pulses 
throbbed deliriously as she watched him ap- 
proach... Gladly would she have. avoided a 
Meeting, but there was nc pretext for so doing. 
His pale, handsome face wore an expression of 
ow as he noticed her changed appear- 

‘‘Lithought I recognized you,” he said, quiet- 
ly, “and could not go by without speaking. 
ou are iooking better and happier than when 
1 saw you last.’ ball 
She laid her hand in his outstretched paim, 

I have strange news to impart, Mr. Bran- 
sp tomothing that will surprise you very 


* Doc. it concer your—your—” . 

} Ht concerns my friends, those from whom I 
iave Deen so long separated,” she hastily inter- 
rupted. 'Thave founa my sister.” 

‘ That is good news indeed.” 

‘God's providence must have been guidin 
al. my ways, she resumed, ‘J ought to fee 
very grateful. The Mrs. Atherton 1 went tu 
serve asa hired companion proved to be my 
sister Edna. It was a great Surprise to me. I 
had ee idea she was married, or living in New 
York. 

Briefly she related what had occurred. : 
Brandon listened with eager interest. ie nati 
uo attempt, to conceal his pleasure that Neria 
had found two such protectorsas Mrs. Atherton 
and Mrs. Faunce, 

“J have pondered deeply your sad story 
since you went away,” he said, in a low voice, 
‘‘and the desire to be of service to you has beer, 
very strong in my beart. But for this acci- 
dental meeting I should bave sought you out, 
Your wrongs should be redressed. i might be 
able to do something—” ; 2 

He paused, looking at her with wisttul per- 
plexity. The subject was a very delicate one, 
and sc he felti .. Lk 

“You are very kind,” Neria said, gently. 
‘But there is no need to trouble you. 
newly-found relatives will do all that is neves- 


"fam glad to hear it.” 
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He _— bay e ee longer in his 

ee, released it. 

| “There one rome be any more happiness for 
me in this world,” he thought, ‘‘ but the fair name 
of this poor wronged child must be cleared, her 
future assured. Ab. how willingly would I 
spend and be spent in her service.” 

Circumstances forbade this, however, now 
that other friends had been raised up to her. 

He had scarcely gone when Edna came down 
the steps. Neria noticed with a sudden pang 
how tired and haggard her sister looked. 
spot of hectic burned in either cheek, her eyes 
were feverishly bright, and she held one hand 
to her side, panting slightly, while resuming 
her seat in the carriage. 

‘* Are you ill?” Neria inquired. - 

‘‘Only a little tired,” was the answer, ‘I 
am not so strong as I was once. The least thing 
upsets me.” ; 

** You should call in medical advice.” 

‘*There is no necessity. But for the 
my side and chest, and the cough I 
should be perfectly well.” 

Neria gave a frightened start. 

“Do pom have a cough? Why did you not 
speak of it before?” : 

‘‘It only troubles me at night. Don’t look so 
terror stricken, dear. ! have no ailment. worth 
minding.” | fi , I 

Edna laughed carelessly as she spoke. Neria 
could not get over the shock of her changed 
looks, and of the revelation that had been made, 
however. She thought of nothing else during 
the homeward drive. 0 

‘‘ My mother died of consumption,” she said 
to herself. ‘‘ How terrible it would be for Edna 
tc goin the same ibs Ei ) 

She mentally resolved to consult wita Mrs. 
Faunce at once, and see what could be done to 
persuade her sister to callin a physician. Sbe 
dared not even wait until Mr, Atherton should 
arrive. Edna’s failing health had been notice- 
able-from the first, but it had never, struck her 
so forcibly before. 

Nearly a week went by before Mrs. Faunce 
reappeared, however. The sisters were sitting 
alone, one morning. when she suddenly burst 
into the room in her characteristic way. 

“TI bring good news at last,” she cried, run- 
ning up to Neria, and i iadugs her on the fore- 
head, ‘‘Thatis what Ihave been waiting for, 
A letter came last night from the agent my 

€ 


in in 
ave, I 


lawyer sent to New Orleans. He is thorough! 
investigating the matter of the marriage. 
found the chapel easily enough, and now he has 
stumbled upon the very man who. performed 
the ceremony—” _ Se 

She paused, for Neria haa fallen back in the 
chair, pale ana faint 

‘‘Go on,” gasped the wretched girl. ‘‘ Teil 
me all,” 

““Then you must try to bear it a little better. 
It is a sad case, child, but that wretch will get 
the worst of it. His intentions were bad enough, 
the villain! but God was on your side, as He al- 
ways is with the oppressed. The marriage—” 

“Is it valid?’ almost shrieked Neria, pressing 
her hands upon her heart, 

‘‘As much so as. the laws of the land can 
make it,” Mrs. Faunce answered, nodding her 
head triumphantly. 

The poor girl sat as if stunned. 

‘Tell. me how that could be,” she faintly ar- 
ticusated at last. 

‘Tt appears that the scamp, Gordon, resorted 
to a ruse that other wretches like him have used 
in similar cases. He hired a reckless devii to 
personate the priest. The) iool proved a trifle 
less vile than his employer, bowever. His heart 
misgave him before the hour appointed for the 
ceremony arrived, and—-” 

‘What did he do?” 

‘Called in a bona fide priest at the last mo- 
ment, and a legal marriage was performed!” 

‘* Thank God!” 

Neria’s heart beat almost audibly for a few 
moments. She was a wife—there was no longer 
any reason to blush, or hide her head in shame: 
Al, what blessed relief the knowledge brought 
ber! Lawrence might refuse te own her—that 
did not matter so much. She scarcely thought 
ox it. It was enough that she coula once more 
look honest people in the face. The humilia- 
tion of ber position was what was killing her. 

“There is but little more to tell,” Mrs. Faunce 
resumed, ‘‘ Nothing can be more certain than 
that a valid marriage was solemnized. You are 
the lawful wite of that unworthy scamp. The 

fact must be publisbed to the world, my deur, 
tnen we will procure a divorce as quickly as 
possible. But enough of that. What I set out 
to tell you was that Lawrence Gordon did not 
marry you under his true name.” 


No 
Edua Atherton as those following the receipt 
of the dispatch announcing ‘the coming of her 


| just such a protector as he will be.” 
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Neria sat speechless, but her eyas were 
fastened on Mrs. Faunce’s face, in a look that 
demanded everything. 

“My agent did not discover his true name,” 
the old lady continued; ‘‘ but,he is on the track, 
and hopes to do so in the course of a day or 
two. 

Still Neria uttered no word in response, The 

ower, of speech seemed suddenly denied her. 
Bhe wanted to be alone—to gain time, to realize 
eard meant to her. 
Silently motioning her sister and Mrs, Faunce 
to leave the room, she buried her iace. in her 
bands, and sat thus for hours, 

Her mind could scarcely grasp the change in 
her position. It seemed incredible that a glim- 
mer of light had pierced this utter darkness, 
She felt wild, almost delirious with joy and re- 


lief, 

At length the door opened, and Edna cntered 
hastily. She brought ina telegraphic dispatch 
that had just been received. 

‘“T, too, have heard blessed 
excitedly. 
harbor. 


what the revelation she bad 


news,” she cried, 
“The steamer is already in the 
Gerald, my husband, will be with me 
in.an hour,” | ios 


CHAPTER XVI. 
THE STORM BURSTS, 


With wild surprise, 
As if to marble struck devoid of 
A stupid moment motionless she otaene! ; 
—THomson. 
y minutes had ever seemed so long to 


husband. She could not remain quiet any- 
where for two consecutive minutes. Almost 
teverishly excited, she went flitting about ‘the 
house, giving delicate touches here and there,’ 
brightening the rooms with flowers and vines, 
and arranging everything just as Gerald de- 
lighted to see things. 
‘““Itis the only way i 
love; or the happiness I feel at his re’ 
thought. ‘'Dear, dear Gerald: 
possibly do too’much for him,” 
Presently she went up-stairs to dress. 
Twenty minutes more, and the hour would be 
over. Her husband would be there, holding 
herin hisarms. | 
She attired herself in a cream-colored’ silk, 
placing white rosebuds and heliotrope blossoms 
in her hair. It was # costume that Gerald 
greatly admired and liked to see her wear, . 
‘*He sball find I have lost none of the beauty 
he used’ to praise,” she saia to herself, forgetting 
for the time every ache and pain. ' ‘ My. th 
and good looks must be preserved’for his dear 
sake. Whatever the rest of the world may 
find me, I would always look beautifal to bis 
eyes.” 
And inexpressibly lovely she did » & 
soft color glowing in her cheeks, and her eyes 
shiniug with the happy light of love and joyous 
anticipation. y itn 
Wher all was in readiness, she reéntered Ne- 
ria's chamber for « few er raante: “Don’t 
think me selfish for manifesting my happiness. 
so openly,” she murmured, throwing her arma 
about Neria’s neck. *‘ My he. rt’ is singing for 
joy. I could not keep it to myself if I tried.” 
‘* Why should you?’ Neria gently answered. 
‘*Do not let my troubles sadden this blissful 
= ae . Forget them.’ I wili rejoice wi 
can.’ y 


have to express my 
1 could rot 


yor. if 


Edna breathed a half-repressed sigh. 

“You will love Gerald, too, when you know 
him. Iam glad for your sake, as well as mine, 
that he is coming home just now. 


,” Neria 
é “The first hours 
of his coming home must not be saddened with 
it. To-morrow will do as well.” 

“Ob yes,” Edna answered, in 2 soothing 


Don’t tell him my story at on 
Ei “I wilt only say to him that my car. 


said, with a sudden shudder. 


ling sister Neelic has returned. Of course he 
will be very much surprised, but 1 can pur him 
oft with a f»w words of explavation.” 
She started up and began to walk nervously 
backward and forward in the room. 
‘**Of course I must have him all to myseif for 
a little while. Hehas been away so long! It 
is only a few weeks to be sure, bnt it seems like 
‘as many years. i never knew how my life was 
bound up in bim until he went away. Exist- 
ence has seemed joyless enougn since then. 
‘have counted the minutes, © will have many 
things to say to each other just at first. You 
can wait here, Neelie, until 
may be some time—” 
She broke off abruptly, and pressed her band 


send for you, It 


2’ she © 


You reed ‘ 


¥ 


‘ 
c 


/., madd. 


*. Edna’s waist. 


_ prayer of ber tortured beart. 
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upon herheart, At that moment: there. came 
the sound of carriage-wheels on the drive be- 
low. 25 

‘He is here!” she exclaimed, growing almost 


~ faiut with joy and excitement. 


A quick, impatient ring came a‘ the bell. 
Neria arose from ber chair, took a single step 
toward the window, but tell back again with- 
out looking out. : 

‘““Whatdoes it matter to me?” she thought, 
amazed at the strange fluttering of her heart. 
“| have no cause to feel impatient for Mr: 
Atherton’s appearance.” © ema 
_ Edna had already left the room. Neria 
heard her fleet step on the stairs, the bolts of 
the door sbot back, then a suppressed cry of 
rapture. That was all, for she ran into her 

_dressing-room, and shut herself in. The 
thought of her sister’s happiness turned ber 

sick, she scarcely knew why, unless it brought 
_ more vividly before her mind herown rey 35 
lot. She felt an irresistib!e desire to get as far 
away as possible. “2 

More than an-hour’wore on. At last some 

one knocked for admittance. It was Edna’s 

s§ y master and mistress ‘are in the drawing- 
room,” the girlsaid.. ‘‘ Mrs,.Atherton has sent 
for you. She would like to introduce you to 
ber husband.” . he 

Neria arose and began hastily to arrange her 
disordered dress. 

“Tell my sister that I will come down at 
once,” she said. on 

She felt more ‘unnerved than ever now that - 
the moment had come. At the drawing-room 
door, which stood slightly ajar, she paused a 
moment to recover herself. “Edna was speak- 

6 and every word reached per ears dis- 


ctly. 

is | eee you will not scold me, Gerald, for 
never having spoken of my sister Neelie before. 
She left home under peculiar circumstances; 

oing outas.a common governess. ‘No Thorn- 
tom had ever before done anything of the sort. 
I am both proud and: sensitive, ani could. 
never bear © speak of the circumstances to 

ou— nm. 3 - 

: “It is of no consequence,” came the answer, 

as she hesitated for an instant. ‘‘I understand 
_ your feelings, darling, and shall think no less of 

ou for any indiscretion of which your sister 

as been guilty.” ~ ; 

At the first tone of that:voice Neria started, 
her face grew ashy white, and she pressed her 
hands tightly upon ber heart. reat. God! 
Whatdid it mean? Did her ears deceive her, 
or had she all at once gone mad? , 

Fontings bewildered, sick with terror, she 
- made a desperate effort, and: finally succeeded 
in dragging her benumbed limbs forward a few 
steps so that she could see into the drawing- 


_ room through the crevicein the half-shut door. 


Gerald Atherton stood directly in the range 
of her vision, one arm lovingly encirclin 
Ah, how well the wretch 
locker-on remembered that handsome face! It 


_'  -was flushed with happiness now, but the elo- 
quent eyes had.gazed into ber own a thousand 
times with the same expression of love and 


ardor they wore for another. 
_ “My God! Lawrence Gordon!” 

The stiffening lips.could scarcely frame the 
words, They were uttered in so low a tone 
that the two within the room, wholly absorbed 


_ in each other, heard no sound. 


Neria comprehended all at once. He who 
‘had won her love, under a false name, and 
nearly broken her heart by his infamous: treat- 


-- ment, was Gerald Atizerton, the husband of her 


own sister! i 

_. . The discovery almost killed her. Her face 
li w rigid, her eyes were strained, and for a 
ns tones her heart ceased to®beat. The 
arting pang of death itself could not have hurt 
rmore. It was dreadful! 
She never knew bow she succeeded in drag- 


ging herself back tober chamber. She felt be- 
-) - wildered,and more than half-suffocated. ‘There 


- was @ ringing in her ears, and everythin 
a eiead io be Shirlin garound her, ‘* Be ote 
ful, on God, and let me die,” was the only 
Edna, waiting below for her sister to appear, 
ew impatient at last and went in search of 
er. She wasanxious that Gerald should meet 
_ her at once, feeling assured that Neria’s pale, 
_ beautiful face would plead her cause and win 
his sympathy as nothing else could. 
_ Just as her foot touched the stair, she heard 
the sound of soraething falling ovezhead, Full 
' of anxious fore odings, she ran hastily to her 
, sister’s chamber. 
The sight that met her startled gaze brought 


a 
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a shriek of terrorto her lips. Extended onthe | pect'the truth when Edna had told bim the 5 r- 


floor la poor Neria, pallid and still, in a:death- 
Is 3 32 


CHAPTER XVII, 
A WOMAN'S DESPAIR. 
Oh, give me thy hand, 


One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book} 
; ; — SHAKESPEARE, 


EDNA raised no alarm. Some feeling for 
which she would have been unable to account, 


made hb r solicitous to conceal from everybody |. 


the fact of her sister’s sudden illness. “Liock- 
ing the door, she succeeded, with some diffi- 
culty, in dragging Neria to the sofa, then hasti- 
ly applied such restoratives as were at hand. 
Some moments elapsed before the wretched 
girl opened her eyes. She sat up, and after 


lookin about the room ina bewildered way, | 


presse her hands to her temples. 
‘* Tt was no dream,” she said. 


Edna drew near, trembling and unnerved. 


“What is the matter?) Why did you faint?” she 
inquired. f 


eria pushed away her clinging hands'with a | 


shudder, 

“T cannot tell R heat she answered. ‘I can 
not. ern eeny readful has happened to me. 
Go-away for a little while, Give me time to 
think it over. Dogo. I wish to be left quite 
by myself.” 

Edna looked puzzled and troubled, but it 
would have been cruel to refuse compliance with 
that urgent request. 

‘Gerald is waiting for us in the room below,” 
-_ ny a atlength. ‘What shall I say—to 

iotP ral + ; 

The poor girl made no response. 
of -her strength. Pointing to the door, she 


turned her face to the wall. ’ 
‘‘She looks half-crazed, like one who’ has re- 


ceived asudden shock,” Edna thought, as she | 


went reluctantly away. \‘‘ That cannot be pos- 
sible; however, I wish she would let me re- 
main to comfort her.” : 

Left alone, Neria tried to think calmly of the 
discovery she had made. She felt numb and 
bewildered, like one suddénly awakened from a 
a art dream. The reality seemed too hor- 
ri 
under that very roof, the husband of her own 
sister! Surely fate had doneitsworst. No bit- 
terer blow than this could ever reach her. 

‘*Lost, lost to me, forever,” she murmured, 


The men- |: 


tion of that name took away the last remnant |’ Edna said, as she bent.a 


e for belief. The man she had loved wus | 


rowful facts of her history. He could not-help 
knowing that she was speaking of the very per- 
son he himself had basely deserted. 

‘No matter,” Neria thought, ‘so long as. he 
keeps the fact to bimself—anil he would be 
ashamed and afraid todisclose it. Heevidently 
believes in the validity of the last marriage— 
not the first. Ishall take care that he is never 
andeceived.” 

At that very moment Ednaand Gerald Ather-: 
ton were discussing her in the room below. 

“JT regret exceedingly that your sister is in- 
di ,” the young man said. ‘‘It would be 
such a pleasure to meet her. Is she as beauti- 
ful as you, darling?” Q , 

“Oh, far more ‘ beautiful,” Edna answered, 
with enthusiasm. ‘‘ When we livedin Wash- 
ington,.she was acknowledged to’ be the hand- 
somest lady there. Everybody admires her.’ 

‘I do not think she can surpass my lovely 
wife,” he said, laughingly. ' ‘ 

‘* Wait until you bave seen her.” 

“ What did you call hername?””?, <> 

“‘ Neelie,” Edna answered, using ‘the pet ap- 
pellation quite unconsciously. 

Not the Jeast suspicion of the truth dawned 
upon Gerald’s mind. ahd os 

“There is quite aromance connected withher - 
history, I think you said?” gt 

‘Yes, dear. But/Il am not ready to tell it to. 
you yet.” . : . 

Shortly afterward, she again made her way 
to the chamber above, hoping to’ find Neria. 
quite recovered. A disappointment awaited 
her, The wretched girl was still reclining on 
the sofa, looking very languid and weak, though 
f meray was flushed, and her eyes glittered with. 
everi 

“‘T hope you are not going to be really ill,” 

Nort ret ve her. 

agaveagaspofdismay. © % 

“Til? Oh, no a banyak coron's be ill, [2 
would never do,” : 

‘Gerald and I have been speaking of you,” 
Edna resumed; after a brief pause. « 

““Of me? Heavens! what have you told him?” 

“Nothing, dear, It was no time to enter into. 
explanations. But he is very desirous of seeing 
you, though it should only for a moment. 

ay I bring him up here, since you are unable 
to go down?” * 
eria started to her feet, fairly panting with 
terror. urs 

‘No, no! It must not be. | I will not hear 
to it.” 

“Of course you must have your own way,” 


‘‘ Farewell, hope—farewell, happiness! This is , Edna said, wondering at the refusal, and ber 


the end.” 


strange excitement. ‘‘ But you and’Gerald are 


Suddenly she strack her hand against her | certain to be good friends, “You will find ‘him 
forehead. Was ittheend? The factsconnected'| an agreeable compsnion. I amvery proud of 


with her unfortunate marriage had been inves- 
tigated! The lawyer’s agent had pronounced it 
valid, .Asman of his profession would not be 
led into error.’ By every right, legal and di- 
vine, Gerald Atherton was her busband, and 
not Edna’s! 
as such. 
The thought sent the blood coursing through 
her veins like fire foran instant, Then her bet- 
ter nature regained its ascendancy. : 
‘No, no, no!” she moaned. ‘‘I can do noth- 
ing so cruel, Edna loves him even better than 
I did before the knowledge of his unworthiness 
came home tome. Her whole soul is bound tp 
in him. She must not be made to suffer as I 
have done.” vs 
The minutes wore on. It was'one of those 
terrible crises that come sometimes—not often— 
in the lives of mortals. No matter what ste 
she took next—it would tell for time and eter- 


Ww 
hat was it her duty to do? 

Over and over again sbe rehearsed all the cir- 
cumstances of the case. If the lawyer’s agent 
had told the truth, she was Gerald’s lawful 
wife; be could neither deny nor discard her. 
She could take her place in therworld as Mrs. 
Atherton, without a blot upon her name. 

But—Edna! : 

It was the thought of her sister that unnerved 
her. Edna bad married this man in perfect 
good faith, never dreaming that any question 
could arise as to the validity of the ceremony, 

‘*She is not strong—ijt would prove her death- 
blow if: the truth were to be suddenly revealed 
to her,” Neria thought. ‘‘ I cannot sacrifice my 


own sister—I cannot! Sle must never, never 


know.” 
‘But how was the dreadful secret to be kept? 
Ske could think of one way, and only one—to 
leave the houseat once, before Gerald had seen 
her, and to-avoid ever meeting him face to face, 
Even then he would be almost certain to sus- 


my husband, and ieel impatient to introduce 
him to you.’ 

Neria drew a deep breath when her sister had 
left the room. “This must not go on much 
longer,” she thought. ‘1 am-not.able to en- 


All she had todo was to claim him | dure it. I must go from here as quickly as pos- 


sible, 4 
Her hat and shawl hung in the little dressing- 
room near by. She attempted to cross the floor 
to pee them, but was compelled to sink into. 
a chair from sheer exhaustion, r 

“ Heaven ae mie,” moaned the poor soul. 
‘“‘Tam weaker than I thought.” 

Night soon fell, She welcomed it gladly, It 
would be so much easier to slip away in the 
darkness. All that she lacked was the strength 
to go. Ringing the bell, at length, she said to 
the maid who answered the summons: 

“Bring me a glass of wine. 1° am ill, and 
have need of it.” Pe 

“* You dolook bad, miss,” said the girl. ‘Shall 
I tell my mistress?” ; 

‘‘Say nothing to any one. It is not neces- 


sary. 

When the stimulant came, Neria drained it 
to the dregs. The wine gave her what she 
needed, a fictitious strength; but is wou d not 
last long. Hastily dressing herself in traveling 
attire, she stole forth without even tarrying to 
gather up a single trinket. 

he gas was turned low in the hall—she stole 
down-stairs with a throbbing heart. The low 
tourmur of a voice thatshe remembered only 
too well came from the drawing-room. Gerald 
and Edna were there.. Neria scarcely breathed 
as she flitted past. The thought of discovery 
turned her faint and sick. She would have died 
rather than have had him encounter her then 
and there, 

Before she could gain the outer door, foot 
steps approached from the drawing-room. He 
was coming! Neria had barely time to slip 
into a little curtained recess.” Gerrld camo 


ft 


slowly forward, pausing so near she might 
have stretched out her hand and touched him. 

‘“Neelie! What an odd name,” she heard 
him mutter, uneasily. ‘How strange that it 
should remind me of another! I must be get- 
ting nervousallat once. My poor, foolish Ne- 
rial What has become of the child, I wonder? 
Months have elapsed since she disappeared so 
suddenly, and the agent I hired to hunt her up 
has not been able to find the least clew to her 
tate. She may be dead, ere this.” 

He shuddered and thrilled all over at the 
thought, though Neria did not see it. Bad as 
the villain was, he realized that, if his victim 
were really dead, he wasa murderer. 

Hesoon passed on. Neria heard him moving 
about in another part of the, house. She was 
panting for breath, and her forehead was cov- 
ered with heavy drops. Afraid to linger an- 
other instant, she madea sudden dash for the 
hall door, gained it, and almost before realizing 
the extent of the effort made, she felt the cold 
outer air strike across her face. 

Her plans were already formed. ' Hurrying 
on breathlessly until she gained a street where 


carriages were passing and repassing, Neria |. 


hailed an ying ts cab, and drove at once to the 
residence of Mrs. Faunce, 


It was a handsome house in a quiet side- 


stréet. The servant who let her in stared a lit- 
tle, but she pushed hastily past, afraid that her 
strength might suddenly give way. 

“Take me to my aunt,”she said. ‘Don’t 
stop for any announcement. Let us go at 
ance.’ 

The startled girl led the way up-stairs, and 
pointed to a closed door. “ My mistress is in 
there,” she said. ‘ You can enter.” . 

Nefia went swiftly into the room. A tiny 
fire smoldered in the grate, and Mrs. Faunce 
sat in an easy-chair beside it. A low ejacula- 
tion of, surprise fell from her lips as she recog- 
nized the intruder, . 1 

“Why, Neria; child; is it you? What brings 
you bere at this hour of the night?” 

Then, catching sicht of the girl’s haggard 
face, she rose abruptly, and beld out her arms. 

“Something dreadful has happened to’ you, I 
fear. What is it?” ; 

Neria threw herself upon that motherly 
bosom, bursting into a perfect paroxysm of 
weeping, gidetiet: 

“Don't ask me,” she panted. ‘IT have no 
courage to tell you what I suffer. Take me in 
—give me shelter, J have no oné now in all the 
wide world save you.” 

Mrs. Faunce drew the sobbing gir? close to 
her heart. Thouwvh astonished beyond measure, 
she forbore to question further. 

“You have come to the right “place, dear,” 
‘was all that she said. : 


‘CHAPTER XVIII. 
SELF-SACRIFICE, 
It is not, nor it cannot come to grod? 
But break my heart; for I must hoid my tongue, 
—SHAKESPEARE. 
THE night dragged its slow length along, but 
even when the next morning broke, Neria had 
not roused herself sufficientl y-'to offer any ex- 
planation. Shé lay passive and still, with her 
eyes closed, and seemed only balf to breathe. 
At ten o’clock ‘a quick, impatient ring came 
at the bell. Neria started up with a sbudder. 
“It is Bina,” she exclaimed? \** Don’t let her 
come here, have no wish to see her again.” 
Mrs. Faunce looked cnriously at the agitated 
girl.” She could not even conjecture what had 
come between the sisters that Neria should 
sbr nk like this froma rooee meeting. ; 
“Calny yourself,” she said. ‘‘ You shall see 
no one that you wish to have kept away.” 
‘A-ervant entered with a message, “*Some 
one to see you, madam,”"he said, addres-ing 
Mrs. Faunce. “ He told meto say thathe came 
in reference to that New Orleans business—” 
Neria understood, and started up eagerly. 
New révelations had, perhaps, come to lignt. 
Tf her secret was to ve kept, the time had come 
for pees g 
‘* Aunt Faunce, let me see this man,” she im- 
lored. “ican conjecture way he is bere, It 
isa matter that concerns me More than any- 
body else inthe world. Suffer me to go down 
alone and hear what your agent has to say.” 


A MAUS. SIN. 


kind, so helpful. But there is no other way. 
‘See what suffer! It is almost a matter of life 
or death with me. You have not the heart to 
refuse. I am going, and alone! It must be 


” 


—_~—. 


She had almost reached the door by this time. 
Mrs. Faunce hesitated, but only for an instant. 
She could not help being aware that the man 
had brought information that Neria wished to 
suppress. 

‘* Be it as you will,” she said, breathing a 
heavy sigh. ‘‘God knows I have only your 
best interests at‘beart.” ©” 

Neria had regained her self-control when she 
reached the drawing-room door. A man came 
quickly forward as she entered. 

‘** Tt was’ Mrs, Faunce for: whom I: asked,” he 
said, an expression of surprise flitting over his 
face. ‘‘T have a little matter of business to dis- 
euss with her. The servant should have made 
the fact known.” ' 

“You can speak freely,” Neria replied. 
“This affair concerns me more than anybod 
else. I am here with my greataunt’s know! 
edge and consent.” _ 

A’ sudden light seemed to break) upon. the 
man’s mind. 

“You are not the poor lady who.has 
woefully ceceived?”’ he stammered. 

“T am Mrs. Lawrence Gordon.” , She! drew 
her hand across her forehead, then went on ra- 
pidly, as though fearful her strength might 
give way: i ; ; : 

‘* We will make this interview a brief.one, if 
you please: I have only to exact a promise 
from you. Of course you are bere because you 
succeeded in the mission to’ New Orleans, and 
have learned the true name and position of the 
“man I married in that city?” 

Yes,” he replied, looking at her with won- 
dering eyes. ‘I know everything.” 

“So do I,” Neria said, quite calmly. ‘‘ Hea- 
ven has taken its own way to reveal the, truth 
tome. It is not necessary for you'to make any 
disclosures.” ; we 2] 

Then, dropping her hand upon his, arm, she 
added, in a low, impressive toue: 

‘““Now for the promise to which I referred. 
The secret you have discovered: must remain 
forever jocked within y.our-own breast. lL would 
rather die than have Mrs, Faunce or the world 
know that Lawrence Gordon and Gerald Ather- 
ton are one and the same! Swear to,me—you 
must—that the fact shall never be divul by 
oe lips! Nothing less will satisfy me. Swear. 


i 


‘been so 


She leaned forward, still clasping his arm, 
and almost kneeling at his feet. 

‘Swear it,” she repeated, e | 

He hesitated. ‘Something is due my em- 
ployer—” =" 

‘* Mrs. Faunce is good and kind,” Neriaiuter- 
rupted, ‘*She will respect my wishes in tcis 
matter. It was solely for my sake that. you 
weresent on this mission, at all, No one basa 
right to deny me the privilege of suppressing 
the facts that bave come to, light,.aud they 


must be suppressed. I freely relinquish what- | 


ever claim the law may give me upon a wretch 
panes name nothing could ever induce me to 
ear. , : 
‘The m n appeared more astonished thamever. 
Unaware of the relationship existing between 
Neria aud the second. Mrs, Atherton, he could 
but marvel atithe girl’s determination to 
up rights that meantso much to her... - 
‘Of course Luust yield,’ be said, reluctant- 
ly. ‘‘But—forgive me for saying so, madam— 


“you are standing very much in your own], 


ary 
eria rose with a gesture of utter weariness. 
She could not have held. out much longer. 

‘“‘T have weighed the matter well, and this is 
the only course I could, bring myself to pursue.” 

She felé as though a great load had been 
lifted from ber heart when be was gone. E sna 
her beautiful, proud sister, must be saved at all 
hazards, 
truth—that it was her life upon which this 
crushing load of shame and sorrow had fallen, 

‘* It does not matter what happens to me,” 
she thought, ‘‘I. will leave, Nev York, and 
bide away from everybody. If Hdna is onl 
spared all k owledge of this disgrace Iwill as 
nothing for myself.” 


She did not stopto inquire whether it would, 


Mrs. Faunce stared)’ Was the girl taking | be right,toJeave her sister, in ignorance of the 


4 


nterview, my 


leéve of her senses? 

“You are unequal tosuch en 1 
dear,” she objected. 
* “Tam stronger than you think.’ Donoteross 
mein this. There isauore at stake tuan you 
imagine, Forgive me for keeping anything 
back, Itis ungrateful when you have been 50 


t 


truth, » Laat question, diinot eu er into} er cal, 
culations. She only realized that it would kill 

| Edna, in ber present state of health,ioknow 
bow terribly she had been deceived, and all mi- 
hor considerations were submerged in the more 
important one of protecting the life and hap- 
piness of. one so dear to her, us 


, 


4 


give} 


She should never know the horrible | 


. 


in response. 


} pleaded Mrs, Atherton. 


-- 


The opening of he door aroused her from th. 
reverie into which she had fallen, Mrs. Founce 
came forward, looking troubled and anxious, 
and drew up a chair beside her. . 

‘‘T expect you to tell me everything, child,” 
said thoold woman. ‘‘lam your best friend— — 
itis to me you must look for whatever help you | 
receive, You shall not look in vain, But there 
must be no balf-confidences between us.” 

She was surprised to see Neria draw back 
suddenly and cover ber face. 

‘‘How can I tell you—how can I?” sobbed 
the wretched girl. ‘No, you must bear with 
me as patiently as you can, Something very 
unexpected has happened. I cannot explain— 
itis impossible; but, unless you wish tosee me 
more unhappy than I am already, you must 
give me my own way in this matter. I no 
longer. bave the least desire to force my claims 
upon the man I married, or compel him to ac- 
knowledge meas his wife. Let us both try to’ 
forget that dreadful episode in my lite.” ' 

“And allow that villain to go unpunished?” 

Mrs. Faunce. 
“Yes. Inever wish to seé him again,” said 


Neria, with a shudder. 
- e w 7 


hat did my agent have to say to you?” 

‘‘He bad succeeded in bis mission. That is 
all ican tell you. Suffer me to keep my liitlo 
secret, dear aunt Faunce. Were it not wisest 
and best, I should never dream of concealing | 
anything. Only. trust, me,” a a 
Unable to withstand such pleading, Mrs. 
Faunce could ouly sit and glare half-fiereely at 
the young girl. Pm vin sf 

“This is incomprehensible,” she exclaimed. ae 
‘At the very moment when the way is paved 
to hayeample justice done, you turn ahout and 
forbid..me to’ take another étep! Well, T must 
submit until you come to your senses again, I. 
suppose. I doit véry reluctantly, however.” - 

An hour or,two later, a close carriage ro'lel 
upto the door, Neria hastened to the window * 
and looked ouf. She saw her sister aligbt, lean- 
ing lovingly upon. Gerald’s arm, Ob, bow her 
heart ached at the sight! It was hervrichtful 
place—one that she might claim at any moment. 
she felt so disposed.» _~ wP mgprbordy yrs im 
She had barely time to Jock the door before 
pana clear, sweet voice became audiblein the 

“Where is Neria? Isshe here? Itgavemeaa — 
dreadful start when I.diseovered that she hud | 
gone away in the night, My poor sister! She .— 
must be ill and Gelirions, orshe would notheve 
ee anything ‘sO strange and icomprehén- 
sible. ; ; HN EX 
‘The low murmur of Mrs, Faunce’s voice ¢ame 


“Yes, Neria is not herself, Trouble has un-. 
settled her reason, I fear, She.came to me for 
shelter and comfort, Poor thing, she is resting 
now, and must not be disturbed.” we = 

‘Oh, let me see her, if only fot a moment,” 

\ **T wish to ack ber 
why she wentaway.” SORES Ot” 2 
But Mrs..Faunce remained firm. = 

‘Another tigie, my dear. “ Neria’ is under 
my caré just at present, and shall not be an- 
Lg he : Te ee ig ee ae 

be unhappy g'tl heard no more. ‘Throwing - 
herself into wu chair, as faraway from the door 
as possidle, she buried her face upon her arms. 
That sorely-tried heart bad well-nigh given way. | 


“° ‘CHAPTFR XIX. shee 
AWAKING FRO3t A DE Aa Yo” AS 
You hava pores meof allwords, "| eau 
Quly my blood speaks to youwinmy yeins. 
Ir was nob without a vache forébedins of 
some terrible calamity that Hdna Athertonleft, 
Mrs, Faunce’s bouse after the unsuc¢cesful at- 
tempt to gain an interview with her sister. ) 
There was something mysteri*us and sus-— 
icious about the whols affair. Néria’s+udien |” 
illness, strangs Jooks, antabrupt flittingin the _ 
night-time, must have Lad au adequate cause, 
But what? 1 Myretttad ae 
Edna could Rot even conjecture. “On leaving 
the house she sok wearily upon the velveb 
cushions of the carrihyé; for the first’ tims al- i 
most oblivious of the presences of her husband, ; 
and scarcely réplyitg 10 tis tender sallies, ee 
The instant they reach d home, and found \ ; 
theaselves alone in tho pleasent hack parlor — 
where they preferred to st. she made up her 
wind to tell Gerald evarvtline. “Tt washe him- 


F 


self, who, wholly unconscious of what was con: 


ing, prepared the way for the dieeloeura, 24 
* y 


“Rio viornvgaud sb -yon gre, darting” he 


seid, “Forgive wet reay ides, Vit yu are’ 4 
troubling yourself tod mneharer'vonrtiiter's + 
whimsical conduct in leaving the lou-eec ub- 

, Le 
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_ cowardly villains as this Lawrence’ 


ae 


a 


eee 


ruptly. I’m afraid she does not deserve the so- | 


licitude you waste upon her.” , 

Edna leaned her head against his shoulder, 
and the tears she had vainly tried to suppress, 
burst forth. : 

‘*Don’t say that,” she cried. 
know my darling Neelie,” 

‘She does not appear very anxious to make 
my acquaintance, or she would not avoid me so 
persistently,” he dryly answered. 

‘“My poor sister has gufféred much, Gerald. 
Few young girls could pass ‘through what she 
has done, and live. po not judge her harshly. 
Her whole nature bas been changed. I can 
nly think of her in pity and love—overlooking 

‘every inconsistency in her conduct.” 

Gerald shrugged his shoulders, ‘Tbis trouble- 
some young woman who had so unexpectedly 
come to light, was not a person in whom he felt 
any considerable degree of interest, He would 
have preferred that she had remained away 
altogether. ey “ 

‘* She must be a little crazed,” he said, rather 


“You do not 


rusquely, 

“Tt pa ba be no marvel if she were. Never 
was an innocent girl mote foully wronged.” 

Gerald felt the blood come into his cheeks, 
Wronged! He was a proud man, and did not 
like that word spoken in connection with his 
wife’s sister. ; “ 

‘* What do you mean?” he demanded. 

*Let me tell you Neria’s story,” Edna said, 
gently. ‘Then you will understand évery- 
thing. I would have told you before, but my 
sister forbade it—” : 

He was not listening. The name she had 
spoken fell on his ears likea clap of thunder 
from a clearsky. He felt stunned, bewildered. 

‘* Neria!” he interrupted, in a strange; choked 
voice, 


‘“*That is my sister’s realname. But she was 
pity s called Neelie at home; I call her so 
still. 

He put out his trembling hand. A faint sus- 


picion of the truth had dawned upon his mind, 
ws it with horror unutterable, 

‘Tell me the story,” he panted. ‘ At once.” 

Edna did not observe the convulsive shudder 
that ran through her husband’s frame, but be- 
gan in a low yoice to give the outlines of Neria’s 
pathetic history. 

Before it was half-finished, Gerald had pushed 
her from him almost roughly, risen to his feet, 
and was pacing the floor with hurried, uneven 
atrides. 

_“Tam not surprised to see you so moved,” 
Edna paused to say, happily unconscious of the 
real cause of his emotion. ‘‘1 felt very indig- 
nant myself. It is hard to believe that suc 
Gordon 
really exist. How one hates and abhors such 
treachery!” 

- “ Fivisu the recital,” Gerald exclaimed, turn- 
ing round and glaring fiercely at his wife. ‘‘I 
ain anxious to be done with it.” 

His mind wandered in a wild chaos. The 
shock came so suddenly and unexpectedly he 
had almost betrayed himself. 1t seemed in- 
credible that the beautiful young girl he had 
loved, won and treacherously deserted could be 
the sister of his own wife! Surely fate had 
done its worst. . ‘ 

“Cursed luck!” he said to himself, gnashing 
his teeth. ‘“ How am 1 ever to extricate myself 
from such a complication?’ 

It was clear, , 
suspect. He could not feel so sure of Neria, 


peat Her strange conduct, and sudden 


eparture from the house so soon after his re- 
turn, seemed to indicate that she knew all. _ 

A temptation to fly—to leave the apr 
crossed his mind, but he instantly banished it. 

“No,” he muttered, doggedly, *‘T’ll stand my 

d, and face the worst, whatever it may 
Neria is powerless—what can she do?” 

Edna’s very next words ‘dispelled this latter 
delusion, however. 

“ Aunt’Faunce bas taken a deep interest in 
my sister,” she said, ‘‘and will do ever thing 
inher power to right her wrongs. She has al- 
ready decided to adopt Neria, and leave the 
bulk of her large fortune to her, rather than to 
me, ¥ ho do not need it.” ’ 

Gerald felt like breaking into » volley of 
cursez. How surely his sins were finding him 
out! It was the wealth Edna expected to in- 
herit that had induced him to make her his 
wife, He needed it to prop his own falling for- 


tunes, ; 

“The most singular part of the story remains 
to be told,” Edna resumed, in blissful uncon- 
sciousness of the full significance of her words. 
“You know what a resolute woman aunt 
Faunce is, Well, she madeup her mind at once 
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owever, that Edna did not. 
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setit an agent to New Orleans, i the mar- 
riage was solemnized, that the affair might be 
fully investigated.” 

Gerald clung to the back: of a chair, feeling 
himself turn sick with dread and apprehension. 

“ With what.result?’ he stammered, 

“ Every effort is being made to Jearn the true 
name of the wretch, for of course that of Law- 
rence Gordon was assumed to hide his real 
identity. But that isnot what I set. out. to tell 
you. It is of the marriage I wish to speak.” 

‘‘What.of that?” he demanded, with sudden 
apprehension. 

“‘It appears that the wretch who.intended. to 
deceive my:sister with a false marriage was 
himself deceived. The tool he hired for his ne- 
farious purpose ee to. be gifted with a 
conscience. A real clergyman, instead of the 
impostor who was expected, performed the cer- 
emony.” ©. 

Gerald staggered back a step, his forehead 
covered with heavy:drops.. What a fearful 
retribution had overtaken ‘him! He looked so 
strange that Edna wasat once struck by his ex- 
pression. 

“You are ill!” she exclaimed, ‘‘ Why did you 
not tell me so before?’ - 

She was hastening to his side, full, of loving 
solicitude, but he waved her away. A sense. of 
his own unworthiness lay heavily upon his 
mind. He could not endure that she should 
touch him. 

“*T don’t feel very well,” he stammered. » ‘‘I 
had better go up stairs for awhile. We can re- 
sume this subject some other time.” 

He went out hastily, locking himself into the 
dressing-room above, Ah, how bitterly; at that 
moment, he répented of his infamous conduct! 
Too late. It was done, and could never be re- 
called. Now he had only to meet the conse 


quences, 

But what would they bef 

It was no easy matter to realize his changed 
position. A ae akin to despair took posses- 
sion of his soul. He had lost everything. Who 
could ‘have foreseen such a terrible complica- 
tion? Not only had Mrs. Fannce’s thousands 
slipped through his fingers, but, if the New Or- 
leans marriage was valid, Edna was not his 
wife, but the woman he had so basely deserted. 

“Tam ruined,” groaned the unhappy wretch, 
“Tf these facts come to light, I can never raise 
my head among honest people again.” 

e sat down, trying hard to see a way out of 
the difficulty. But no light broke upon his 
troubled and bewildered mind. Whichever 
way he turned, his path was beset with diffi- 
culties. 

“Yam in Neria’s power,” he thought. ‘‘She 
can crush me with a word, But will she do it?” 

The fact that she had thus far remained si- 
lent afforded but scant encouragement, Who 
could tell but she was nursing her wrath, and 
collecting her forces, to make the blow all the 
more terrible when it fell? “a 

‘Pll go to her,” he finally resolved, ‘It will 
be an ordeal to meet her face to face again, but 
I shall know what to expect, and that will be 
better than to endure this racking suspense.” 

In spite of the mental anguish be suffered, 
Gerald dressed himself very carefully before 

ing out. By this time night had fallen, His 
Rea thrilled, almost failing him, as he strode 

ast the door leading into Edna’s chamber. 
hat a wreck he had made of that innocent 
young life! 

‘*She is not strong—it will kill her ‘to learn 
the truth,” he thought. ‘* Poor Edna! , Whata 
pity that the blow must fall most heavily upon 
the innocent! Heaven knows I would shield 
her if possible.” 

It was nine o’clock when he reached Mrs. 
Faunce’s residence, A strange girl answered 
bis summons at the bell. He had laid no plans 
how to gain access to Neria’s presence, but in- 
tended to be guided by circumstances. He did 
not even know by what name Neria was known 
in that household. 

“} wish to sea the young Jady whois stop- 
ping here,” he said, advancing @ step on the 
threshold. 

“Do you mean Miss Thornton?’ inquired the 
girl, looking at him askance. 

“Ves, Miss Neria Thornton.” 

“She is ill, and does not receive visitors, sir.” 

‘‘But I must see her. It is very necessary 
that I should. Why do you stand in my way? 
Show me to her room at once,” 

The girl drew back a step. 

“It would be all my place is worth,” she 
stammered, ‘‘ We have positive orders. Miss 
Thornton is to ba denied to ope ree. 

Gerald studied the girl’s face attentively a 
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moment, and saw that she would be susceptible 
toa bribe. . 

“Take this,” said he, dropping a gold piece in 
her reluctantly extended hand, ‘You have 
only to indicate the door. That is all I will ask. 
No one can blame you for performing so trifling 
a service.” , pty 

She glanced. at the gold piece with glittering 
eyes. *‘Take the third door to the left,” she | 
said, in a whisper, and ran away trembling. 
Gerald followed the instructions given. Ar- 
rived at the door in question, he paused a mo- 
ment to listen. No sound came from within, 
and at length he ventured to raise the latch. 


CHAPTER XX. 
THE TWO WIVES, 
The past, would you give up the pas 
Such as ft is, pleasure andere tosether? 
...., -*Roserr Browse, 
NERIA was alone in the room, sitting beside 
the dying fire. Shelooked pale: and worn, and. 
traces of.tears were on her cheeks. She had 
been reflecting upou the events of the past year, 
and her heart beat heavy with grief and appre- 
hension. 0 . 
' The opening of the door caused her to turn 
her head. She saw ber recreant. husband cross 
the threshold, and advanuceinto the room, She 
pressed her hand to her side, and everything 
seemed to whirl for an instant. 
‘* You!” she stammered. ‘ You!” 
He went straight toward her with out- 
stretched bands. his features fairly convulsed 
with em.tion.;, The sight of that stricken crea- 
ture had melted. his heart, and changed his pur- 
peeain aninstant. All the old tenderness that 
e thought dead, had started into sudden life 
BSBID vi! A i Bhicad vita; , 
‘My poor ¢hild,” he exclaimed, “ what has. 
changed you'so? Am I to blame for this?” 
She started to her feet and drew back a step, 
looking at him almost wildly. ‘- 
‘Do not come apy nearer,” she panted. 
‘Why did you seek me here, to add ancther 
pang to my wretched life? Had I not suffered 
enough already ?” 
» '*Borgive ne! I have. been a wretch, Neria. 
I freely acknowledge it. Donot look upon ius 
with such horror in your lovely eyes. I au 
anxious to make amends. Only give me the 
opportunity.” 
shade of disdain crossed her face. 
‘‘ Amends !” she repeated. ‘It is too late to: 
talk of that, You bave broken my life, poi- 
pant my youth, destroyed my once radiant. 
opes. 
e advanced still another step, touched by 
her beauty and sorrow as he had never been 
before. 
‘‘T wish toatone. I will do anything that is: 
reasonable,” he said, eagerly. ‘I came here to- 
night thinking to bargain with you to keep our 
tmoiserable secret. Now that I bave seen you 
my whole purpose seems to be changed. Dic- 
tate whatever terms you please—I am ready to 
assent to them.” oa 
* All I ask of you is to goaway, where I may 
never see your face again.” 
** Do you no longer love me, Neria?” 
‘* Love you?” she repeated, her eyes glitter- 
ing with indignation. ‘‘ How dare you ask a 
question like that? Love you after being de- 
ceived, betrayed and heartlessly cest off? But 
we will not speak of that. Reproaches cannot 
avail. You are now the husband of another. 
I have given you up; Heaven will help. me to 
endure my darkened lot. Be merciful now, 
and leave me to my fate,’ , 
If she had fancied that he might still be igno- 
rant of the validity of their marriage, his next 
words undeceived her. ’ 
__ * Why should we be separated” he said, look- 
ing at her intently. ‘‘ You are my lawful 
wife. What is to binder me from, claiming you 
as such?” Hust 
‘The vows you have breathed to.another.” 
“Vows that have no binding force, Kdna 
has no legal claim upon me. That is impossible, 
since you were already my wife when I mar- 
ried her.” y J te ays fey 
Neria panted slightly, and a feeling of faint- 
ness came over her. @ knew all, and now, as 
he looked at her, she saw all the old love and 
adoration burning in his eyes, "7 
“T have been told that the marriage cere- 
mony in which youand I took part, is legal and 
binding,” he resumed, ‘I did not intend it to 
be such at the time, but fate ruled otherwise, 
and we must submit. In spite of the terrble 
predicament in which it pl ces us, I cannot 
a ap Tamsorry. Are you, darling!” 
e leaned toward her with so much passion 
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seemed to yawn suddenly at her feet. Here 
wasa peril that had never once entered into 
her calculations. She had not dreamed that 
Gerald still felt any lingering tenderness for 
her, or would wish to claim her as his wife. 
“Hush,” she panted, tonreely *Do not 
compel me to despise you more than | do al- 


y. . 
He stared at her in blank amazement. 
rs ie you refuse to acknowledge my claims?’ 
0. 

But he was unabashed: ‘“‘ Take a moment to 
Consider. I find that you are dearer to my 
heart than I ever imagined. This meeting is 
like arevelation. I am Sage 4 to give upevery- 

g. Everything, Neria! Say the worc, and 
‘we will leave the country to-morrow morning, 
Rever to return,” 

She did not answer, nor move. 

‘Think of the position in which you will be 
Placed by rejecting my offer,” he resumed, 

‘The story of your youthful folly will certain- 
ly leak oat, Such things cannot be long con- 
cealed. It would be impossible for you and I 
to meet each other daily as common friends. 
Human endurance has its limits. I shudder to 
think of the future that awaits us all unless 
you consent, It is the easiest—the only way 
out of the terrible complication in which 
We have become involved. Say that you will 


His voice was full of tenderness, He was like 
- & lover pleading for the one priceless boon his 
heart held most dear. , - ; 
Neria put up her hand, still waving him 
away. 
Wave you no shame?” she breathed. “Think 
of my poor sister, Where is your considera- 
tion for the innocent girl you promised to love 
and cherish?” 

A scarlet flush swept over his face. He had 
almost forgotten the poor wronged wife who 
was at that very moment anxiously awaiting 
dis coming in her pretty boudoir. 

“Edna shall never be tortured as I have 
been!” Neria exclaimed, with sudden evergy. 
**She loves you, unworthy as youare. For her 


' sake 1 have spared you thus far, and planned: 


and plotted to keep the secret of your identity. 

© would never survive the knowledge of the 
truth. Ge back to her, go at once! Be to her 
the true, loving, devoted husband she thinks 
you, and [ will try to forgive the bitter wrong 
you have done me. My innocent sister must be 
spared at any sacrifice.” 

And you?” 

' “Wt matiers little what becomes of me,” she 
cried, misirably. ‘‘My lot.is heavy, but God 
will ive me strength to bear it.” 

+ fear you are stifling the voice of your own 
heart,” he said, fixing his eyes on her with a 
strange, intense longing. — 

“Tt am trying todo my duty; that must suf- 
ae Neria—” het 


_ “Spare me. Let this scene come to an end. 
it is inexpressibly painful. You and I must go 
separate ways. e have but one common 
cause—to protect my poor sister, shielding her 
from even the faintest breath of calumny. I 
think it ean be done, With us both working 
for the same end, the suppression of the truth 
we can but succeed. Heaven, I am sure, will 
bless our efforts. If we do wrong, it is that 
- good may come of it.” 

She was quite calm now, the calmness that 
intense suffering sometimes gives. Gliding to 
the door, she held it open for him to pass out. 

“Farewell,” she said, ‘‘ Heaven grant that 
vou and ] may never meet again.” 

Gerald was deeply moved. Her abnegation 

_ of self touched. all that was best and noblest in 
his nature. Almost involuntarily he moved 
toward the door, but paused on the threshold. 

“1 think you loved me once,” he said, 

“Did I?” she uttered, passing her hand over 
her brow. “It maybe. I scarcely know my 
own heart. It does not matter. All my hopés 
and dreams have come to utter bankruptcy.” 

‘‘ We were very happy together during those 
first months of our wedded life. Have you no 
desire to live that blissful time over again?” - 

“None,” she answered, in a hollow voice. 
“Tt could never be. When one once wakes 
from a blissful dream it cannot be recalled.” 

She made an eager gesture for him to leave 
her, and sunk panting into the nearest chair. 
He hesitated a moment longer, looking at her 

with love, anguish, dread and self-reproach all 
_ plainly written in his face, and then slowly left 
__ the room and the house. 


or where she came from. 
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hour, Edna still sat up waiting for him. He at- 
tempted to steal cautiously past the boudoir, 
but those loving ears caught and recognized his 


P. 

‘* How late you are!” she exclaimed, throw- 
ing open the door ard stealing into his arms 
with a gentle kiss,. ‘‘Comeinhere. You must 
be cold and tired. Ihad a warm cup of coffee 
brought up for you not ten minutes ago.” 

He could do no less than follow her into the 
coquettish little room,~ It was full of light and 
warmth, and pretty things. Edna had drawn 
up an easy-chair—his slippers and dressing- 
gown lay close beside it. Gerald felt a choking 
sensation in his throat ashe gazed around. It 
was pleasant to be the recipient of these little 
attentions; and yet bow she would shrink from 
him if she knew the truth! 

‘‘T am sorry yousat up,” he forced himself to 
say. ‘‘ Don't do it again,” 

‘Tt would have been impossible tosleep. The 
evening has seemed long and lonesome with you 
away.’ 

She wheeled a small table up to the fire, and 
placed a tray on it within reach of his hand. 
Gerald sat for awhile with his eyes fixed steadily 
upon her face, It wore a drawn, pinched loo 
quite new to him, and a hectic spot burned in 
either cheek. 

‘“*You have worn yourself out with watch- 
ing,” he said, feeling a keen pang of self-re- 
proach, ‘‘ Why did you do it?” 

“Oh, I am not tired in the least.” 

She sat down in the nearest chair, her face 
lighting up with the happy smiles his presence 
always called forth. How pretty, innocent, 
and child-like she looked, with the soft firelight 
playing over her graceful figure! Gerald asked 
himsel ag 2 how if had been possible 
for him to win the love of two such women as 
Edna and Neria. 

She did not utter a single reproach because 
he had left her, or inquire what had taken bim 
away. Itseemed to suffice that he was back 
again, and she could bask in the delight of his 
presence. . 

Suddenly clasping the slender hand that lay 
in her lap, be said, in a voice that trembled 
viel 
‘How would you bear it, Edna, if compelled 
to give me up altogether?” | 

She lifted a startled glance to his face. 

‘‘Don’t speak of such a contingency,” she 
said, with a shudder, ‘‘We have been sepa- 
rated enough. - You must never, never leave me 
again. 

The repressed excitement with which she 
spoke sent her into a violent tit of coughing. 

erajd had heard nothing like it before. Sud- 
denly she pressed her Handkerchief to her 
mouth, and a few drops of crimson fell on her 
white dress. 

““ What is that?’ Gerald cried in sudden ter- 
ror. : 
ee Blood!” 

Their eyes met for an instant. Hers were 
full of pleading anguish. The wretched man 
fell back, shocked aad stunned.» He seemed to 
realize at once what was to be the end. 


CHAPTER XXI. 
FEDORA’S FATE. 


“Itis over, What is over? 
Nay, how much is over truly?” 

_A SURPRISE awaited Neria. She was sitting 
listlessly at the window, the morning subse- 
quent to Gerald’s visit, when a sudden commo- 
tion in the street caused her to look out. A 
crowd had gathered about a woman on the side- 
walk, and two strange men were trying to lift 
her into a carriage, despite the frantic strug- 
gles made by the pocr creature to escape. 

Neria recognized her at a glance. It was Ke- 
dora Brendon! For an instant she sat spell- 
bound with surprise. What strange Providence 
had brought that poor, crazed woman !0 Ler 
door? It was wonderful, to say the least. 

Of course she could do no less than hasten to 
Fedora’s rescue. Descending to the street, she 
laid her hand on the arm of the man who stood 
nearest, { 

“"Vhat are you doing with that poor soul?” 
she demanded, 

“Taking her to the asylum,” he replied. 
‘**Don’t you see she is mad—mad as a March 
hare? It isn’t safe for her to be walking the 
streets.” 

‘* Has she no friends in this crowd?” 

“Not one, miss, Nobody knows who'she is, 
hen I first noticed 
her, she was staggering along, wringing her 
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hands, talking to herself, and gesticulating. She 
looks about fagged out, poor thing.” 

She did indeed. Her face'was ghastly pale, 
she breathed heavily and painfully, and ‘there 
were strange bluish shadows ubout the sunken 


eyes, 

This lady is a friend of mine,” Neria said, 
hastily. ‘Sheseemsto beveryill. Icould not 
think of her being senfi to anasylum, Sheneeds 
the tenderest care. You can bring her in here, — 
I will see that those having charge of ber are 
notified at once.” 

“Very well, miss.” 

Five minutes later, Fedora was lying on the 
couch in Neria’s chamber, and thé crowd had 
dispersed. 

he poor soul did not seem mere than half- 
conscious at first; but presently sbe unclosed 
her eyes and fixed them in a piercing look on 
Neria’s face. 

‘* Ah,” she cried, feebly, ‘‘is it you? Ihave 
never forgotten that face, and never will. Gil- 
bert thought it far lovelier than mine. No 
wonder. Ihave never been to him the wife he 
deserved. I could not be. Whenever I tried 
there was something here in 1 y head that set 
me all wrong, and hindered me from sueceed- 
ing. He is tired of me, I suppose, and wants a 
nion who will be more congenial.” 

‘*‘ Hush,” said Neria. ‘‘ Tell mewhy you were — 
wandering up and down the streets alone.” 

‘“*Tt was my head again. It has done nothing 
but whirl and buzz fordays together. I thought 
it would ,be better if 1 got away, and went 
where I pleased.” 

“Poor woman. Lie dewn and keep yourself _ 
quiet for a little. Iam going to dove Hr essen- 
ger for your husband.” : 

‘“‘Do,” was the answer. “I am too weak to. 


go back, and I miss him sadly. I should feel 


better if he were here.” 

Neria went out and dispatched a servant for 
Mr. .Brandon, and another for thé nearest 
physician. By this time Mrs. Faunce had come’ 
down from her chamber. She had already 
heard that a strange woman wasin the house, 
and seemed half-inclmed to be angry. 

“*W hat is all this?” she exclaimed, y 
Neria hastily explained. “1 could not send 
Mrs; Brandon away. She does not look strong. 

enough to bear even the shortest journey. 
am surprised that she did not sink down ex- 
hausted in the street.” _ : 

Mrs. Faunce was a woman of generous im- 
pulses, and her brow cleared at once. 

“Well, we will do what we can for the poor 
soul, But I don’t believe in taking in common 
vagrants from the street.” 

be physician was first to arrive. After a” 
pret examination he stepped aside and gravely 
said: 

“The patient is very low. She cannot last 
through the day. You had better send for her 
triends, if she has any.” 

__Neria’s heart beat with sudden fear. What 
if Fedora should pass away before Mr. Bran- 
con could arrive? 

A little past noon he drove up to the door, 
accompanied by Mrs. Charlton. lis horses 
were covered with foam and dust. tying’ 
up the steps, he scarcely paused to greet Neria, 
who met him atthe door, but entered the cham- 
ber where his wife was lying. 

“How is she?” he hoarsely inquired. 

‘‘Be prepared for the worst,” said the phy- 
sician, who stood near. ‘ 

**Ts she dying?” 

“She is sinking fast. It is well you are here, 
Iau hour’s time all will be over.” oA oe 

Neria saw him totter toward the bed, and 
fall on bis knees beside it. Then she went out,. 
followed by the physician, and closed the door, 
leaving husband and wife together, 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Charlton waited in one of 
the ante-rooms near by, her hand closely 
clasped in that of her young friend. <A tear 
‘ell down ber face now and then, but on the 
whole she looked relieved. : 

‘It is better so,” she finally said: ‘ better for 
my brother, better for Fedora b.crself. I can- 
not tell what-a charge she has been tous. Gil- 
pee has suffered everything, endured every- 

ling. 

‘*Tt will soon be over.” 

‘She has been more than ustially violent for 
some days. I felt that the end was near. 
Early in the evening the hired nurse fell asleep 
at her post, and it was then that Fedora es- 
caped. We did not know she was gone until 
long after daybreak. Ican never forgive the 
woman for her carelessness, Gilbert had 
watched with her himself for many nizhts, 
until he was quite worn out, and I prevailed on 
him to take a little rest. He was almoss 
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curred.” 

Mrs. Charlton sat for a moment with her 
eyes fixed upon the carpet, and then re- 
sumed: : 

4 “We have succeeded well in keeping Fedora 
hidden from'the world. You are the only per- 
son outside the house who was aware of her ex- 
istence. But all will come out now; secrecy is 
no longer possible. No matter. Ste will soon 

be beyond the reach of human justice, and I 

know that Heaven will deal leniently with one 

like her.” 
‘You once told me that Mrs. Brandon had 
been guilty of a great crime,” Neria said. 
Mrs. Charlton shuddered. . 
“Yes. I cannot bear to speak of it. The 
_ story is a horrible one. The briefest outline 
must suffice. It was after her baby was born 
a that the first symptoms of insanity manifested 
themselves. I think she was jealous of the love 
Gilbert lavished upon the child. We were 
nding the summer onthe sea-shore. One 
dex Fedora took her babe down to the beach, 
and ing it far out on the rocks, deliber- 
ately left it there until the tide came in and 
ae ‘swept it away.” 
my ** How horrible!” 
| “A party of fishermen were near enough to 
H ’ gee what she had done, but the child was dead 
before they could reach it. Of vourse there 
_ was a great excitement. My brother hurried 
‘Fedora away before an arrest could be made, 
a and fortunately for them the train on which 
bi they fled was wrecked. You can divine the 
‘rest. Fedora’s name appeared in the list of the 
killed.- The stratagem was hardly justifiable 

5 perhaps, but Gilbert could do no léss. He pitied 

his mad wife, and wished to spare her all that 

: was ible.” 

“She has been living at Cragnest all these 
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well. The house is ed, and we could be 
tly with her to see that sbe did no fur- 
- ther harm: But it has been a terrible life for 
7 _ usall. Wicked as it may appear, I can but re- 
a joice that’ the end approaches.” 
7 Even as she spoke a low wail sounded from 
. the inner room. She raised her head, and her 
eyes met Neria’s for an instant. 
ie ‘“* Allis over,” she said, in a solemn voice; 
; It was even so. 


) CHAPTER XXII 
‘Be . _ A. BRIDGE OF GLASS. 
Ah me, how weak a thing 


' The heart of woman is!|—SHAKESPEARE. 
Aha :" MISFORTUNES never come singly. The morn- 
sng subsequent to Mrs, Brandon’s sudden death 
nye Neria was sitting alone in her chamber when 
is 


the maid brought in a letter. It had been left 
: at the door by a messenger, and was addressed 
ys “in Gerald’s Atherton’s well-known hand. 
ss Nerja felt a faintness come over her as she 
ane” recognized the familiar writing. ‘‘ What can 
she bave to say to me?” she murmured, pressing 
____—s ber hand uwoon her beating heart. 
: "The first impulse was to return the letter un- 
am read; but curiosity and interest triumphed. 
_ Breaking the seal, she read these words: 


‘ _ “Edna is quite ill, and asks for you continually. 
Your conduct in leaving the house so abruptly, and 
rsistently rémaining aloof, perplexes and dis- 
ue esses her. She thinks of nothing else. Her mind 
4s, filled with vague conjectures. She fears that 
___. something has been done to offend you. I entreat 
Pit you to come to her, if only for an hour. It will be 
ve an ordeal, but youcan bearit. This letter is writ- 
ten at her uest, though, of course, she is igno- 
rant of its wording, The poor child grieves about 
you to such an extent she may fall seriously ill, if 
> bi Forges to Be sone Fee ah the rest, ae’ 
: suspect the tru me, if o to ave 
, such a calamity.” nly 
_.  Neria read this letter twice through, her face 
h _ growing white even_to the li Edna ill, and 
calling for her! How dreadful! Surely she 
might have been spared such a trial as this? 
OF course I must go to her,” she thought. 
'“Tt would seem heartless and eruel to remain 
 * away. But it is hard—very hard!” 
NS She dressed herseif for the journey and or- 
ae ‘dered the carriage at once. Her limbs trem- 
bled, and she panted with emotion as she as- 


i cended the steps of the Atherton mansion, and 
ss rung the bell. Little did she dream, at the 
\, time of her hurried flight, how soon she would 
ee bh F 

we back again. 


The elder Mrs. Atherton let her in. 3 

-. “Tam glad you have come,” she said, an ex- 
eee of relief flitting over her face. ‘‘ Edna 

; $ nothing but fret, and ask if you are here, 
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“distracted when he learned what had oc-' 


pt a ' ' 
“Yes. No other refuge seemed te promise so 
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At this rate she will soon work herself into a 
fever.” 

“*What made her il?’ Neria eagerly in- 
quired. 

“She was up late, the night before last, 
waiting for Gerald to come home, and took a 
violent cold. It has settled on her lungs, and 
we have not been able to break it up.” 

Neria drew a quick, shivering breath. ‘‘Can 
I gO to her at once?” 

‘Certainly. You know the way.” 

‘“She is alone?” 

ac Yes, ” 

Neria hurried away. The woman's eyes 
were fastened on her face in an expression that 
made her uneasy. Could it be possible that 
Mrs. Atherton suspected the truth? 

Breathing a silent prayer for strength, she 
entered Edna’s chamber. The sick girl was re- 
clining in an easy-chair beside the fire, She 
wore a loose white dress, with a shawl drawn 
over her shoulders. Neria was shocked and 
startled by the change a few hours had 
wrought, Edna looked haggard, pallid, and at 


‘ 


least a dozen years older than when she saw’ 


her last. 

For some time the sisters remained locked in 
each other’s arms, uttering no word. Edna 
first recovered herself. Tears were chasing 
each other rapidly down her cheeks, 

‘You do not know how I have missed you y” 
she exclaimed. ‘‘ Why did yeaee away?” 

‘¢J—I—fancied you woul 
out me,” Neria stammered, at a loss what to 


reply. 

i bia you? What a mistaken notion! No 
one could ever make up for your loss, my 
precious sister,” 

She clasped Neria’s trembling form still 
closer, affectionately kissing her cheek, 

‘‘T see how it is,” she added. ‘* You feared 
being in the way now that my husband has re- 
turned. Foolish girl! he would soon learn to 
prize your society quite as highly as I do.” 

Then, after a thoughtful pause, she resumed: 

“How strange it svems that you two have 
not met each other yet! I was so anxious for 
you to be friends. Gerald is a great admirer 
of beauty, and you are nearer his idea] than 
any person I know—much nearer than I am.” 

very word wrung Neria’s heart, but she 
managed, by a tremendous effort, to remain 
outwardly calm, 

““T have talked of you so much that my hus- 
band must feel as though he knew you already. 
A curious little circumstance happened last 
night. I am tempted to tell you all about it.” 

s Neria made no reply, she went on: , 

“T was so ill that Gerald insisted upon sitting 
up with me, Toward morning he fe!l asleep in 
his chair, and | heard him repeat a name twice 
over. it was yours, Neria. I had dinned it so 
continually in his ears that he even dreamed of 
you. 


Edna laughed pleasantly as she spoke. How 


far she was, poor soul, from divining the 


truth! 

Mt Gerald must be somewhere about the 
house,” she presently resumed. “Please ring 
that ‘bell—I will have him called up. The 
sooner you are introduced to each other the 
better I shall like it.” 

‘** Don’t,” panted Neria, drawing back the 
outstretched hand. ‘Let us enjoy these first 
moments alone together,” 

Edna breathed an impatient sigh. 

“It almost seems as though you purposely 

ies difficulties in the way of meeting with my 
usband. Nomatter. There will be plenty of 

time. ‘Now that you are here, I do not intend 

to give in up in a hurry. Aunt Faunce is 

better able to do without you than I am.” 

A silence fell. Neria sat looking thought- 
fully into the fire. How her heart was aching! 
Every time a door shut, or a step crossed the 
corridor, she started up with a shiver. The 
fear was constantly upon her that Gerald 
might suddenly make his appearance in the 
chamber. : 

‘Surely he knows that I’ am here,” she 
thought, trying to reassure herself. ‘‘1t would 
be cruel to put me to such a test, For bis own 
sake as well as mine he will avoid a meeting.” 

Edna scon betrayed symptoms of weariness. 
Her strength had sadly given way. After a 
violent fit of coughing, she said: 

“‘T think I could sleep if left quite to myself 
for a while. But you must promise not to 
leave the house, Neelie. I want a good long 
talk with you as soon as I wake up,’ You have 
never given me your real reason for going 
away so abruptly, the other ht. I shall 
rad: rest satisfied until everything is made clear 

me. soa > 


be happier with-- 


rr ee 


Neria withdrew to a small anteroom near by 
and sat down, trying to still her beating heart. 
She felt like one walking over a bridge of glass. 
At any moment something might occur to ren- 
der further concealment impossible. The ter- 
rible nature of the peril incurred turned her 
sick and cold; and yet how was it to be 
avoided? 

The moments wore on, and Neria was buried 
so profoundly in gloomy reflections that she did. 
not hear the soft, light steps that approached 
the door, nor the knob as it was gently turned, 
Looking up all at once with the sudden con-: 
sciousness of another presence in the room, she 
beheld Gerald Atherton standing before her. 

He was deadly i a and his eyes burned with 
an unsteady light. ‘‘Hush!” he whispered, 
stretching out his hand to detain her as, after: 
the first startled exclamation, she attempted to. 
slip past. ‘‘Did you think I would let you 
come and go without exchanging even a word: 
with you?” ; 

Neria sunk into a chair, trembling with pain 
and anger. 

‘“‘How dare you enter my presence?” she 
panted. “The very least you could do was to 
remain aloof.” ; 

“Forgive me.” 

“How can I? You have betrayed the trust 
I We ian in you. You know very well that { 
would not have entered the house but for the. 
ect Understanding that, we would not meet 

ere. 


He took a step nearer, eagerly holding out his 


ms. 
¥ “This farce has gone “far enough,” he said. 

Neria, darling, I find it is impossible to give 
— up. The old love has flamed up in my 

eart like a volcano. I tried to do my duty 
and be faithful to Edna, tut it was of no use. 
The struggle was piling. me. It has well-vigh 
killed * you already. What is the use? You. 
are my wife, and it is unjust that we should 


tg as to sacrifice our happiness for an- 
other. 
. \Neria had her hand on her heart—to still its 
convulsive throbbing. 

“Hush,” she cried. ‘*T cannot listen to you. 
Go, goat once! I would rather die than hay! 
the truth come to light at this late day.” 

have nothing of which to feel 

“Remember Edna,” she pleaded, in the husky 
accents of intense despair. ‘Be merciful to- 
my poor sister. If you ever felt the least af- 


fection for her, Limplore you to remain faith- 
filtitieend™’ eee 

** And give you up?” ~ - 

*“Yer—a thousand times yes. Go!” 


A lurid light flashed over his handsome face. 
“Never! You shall not torment me go, _ 
will brave everything rather than enduré it a 
moment longer, You are a thousand times 
dearer to me than when I wooed and won you 
in New Orleans, one year ago, I deceived you 
then, imagining my love for you but the evan- 
escent passion of an hour. Now I know differ- 
ently. lt would be impossible to trifle with 

you. Heaven be praised that our m 
was legal and binding! It gives me a claim 
od a that otherwise I might have lost for- 
ever. ‘ 

She did not speak or move; and whil 
sat like one frozen to the spot, id. ie 
breathless, there came the soft rustle of a wo- 
man’s dress across the floor, and Edna Ather- 
ton paused beside her chair! 


Seemed 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
_ TOO LATE! 
Let us the harvest of our labor eat. 
—Drypen. 

NERIA saw at a glance that her sister had 
heard and understood, and all secrecy was at 
an end forever. 

Pale and cold as a statue carved in marble 
she stood there confronting the two, her white 
dress as it swept the floor in soft, clinging folds, 
lending an additional air of Enasiliness to her 
livid face. One hand was held pressed against 
her beating side, the other she extended with 
an air of command that was almost a menace. 
It seemed an age before the frozen lips parted. 

“What is all this?” she demanded. ‘‘Tek 
me—I will know the truth, and the whole 
truth.” ' 

She knew already; but the stunned, bewil- 
dered brain needed further confirmation of the 
dreadful story before it could be comprehended 
in one aan ¥ 

uddenly awakened from the fitfyl slumber 

into which she had fallen by the mag voiccs. 
in the ante-chamber, Edna had risen and sto- 


~*~ 


— 


A MAITS SIN. 


‘Jen forth to learn who was there. The door | sumed. ‘Aunt Faunce has a kind heart—she 
happened to stand ajar, and almost stupefied | will surely give me shelter. Heaven grant that 
with horror, she had listened to every word of | 1 may not live long to trouble any one,” 
Gerald’s concluding speech. f 


No one replied to her for a moment, Gerald’s | stupid gaze. 


face was livid, and bis teeth chattered. Now 

' that the crisis had come, all his bravado had | 
- deserted him. 

“Woy 

low, constrained voice, looking from one to the 


ether. 


Her calmness was frightful—more appalling 
ia the most violent outbreak would have 


on, with the air of an injured queen, ‘‘ Gerald, 
you and Neria pretended to be strangers to each 
How is it' that I find you conversing to- 
gether like this?” 
He made an effort to recover himself. 
‘*The—the meeting was accidental,” he stam- 


other. 


mered. 
hack to 


. here,” 


‘*Don’t think of it any more. 


“f 


Come 
our chamber. You are too ill to be 


She shudderingly shook his hand aside. 


“Tam not to be put off,” she said. 


“Let me 


know the worst at once.” 
Seeing him draw back she turned suddenly to 
Neria, and added, in accents of gentle entreaty: 


“You will tell me 
my thoughts sluggish. 


My brain seems numb, 
eannot understand 


things as I did once. For Heaven's sake do not 


ee 


me in suspense.”... 


eria buried her face on her arms. 


se 


6an 1? 


ow can I tell you?” she groaned. ‘‘ How 
1” : 


“You will at least answer such questions as 
_ Imay ask? It would be cruel to deny me that 


satistaction. 
mg yonder is the same 


I wish to know if the man stand- 
ou have told me about 


—he who married you in New Orleans and af- 
terward deserted you? Are Lawrence Gordon 
and Gerald Atherton one and the same?” 


. Tnere was no ‘resvonse. 


hasted, on] 
many hours, Edna added, in an apathetic voice: 


porrsctly clear. 
eft the house so 


After a silence that 
a few seconds, but seemed like as 


“1am answered. To my mind all is now 
Neria, I understand why you: 


abruptly after he—Gerald— 


came home. You had not the courage to re- 
main and meet bim in my presence.” 


‘Forgive 'me,”. 
knees at her sister’s feet, 
than cause you’ a moment's 


Neria cried, falling on her 
‘*T would. sooner die 
ain. I did not 


know, or even guess the terrible truth until the 
night Gerald came back, Oh, why did I ever 
live to see this hour?” 


**' You should have told me at once.” 


**] could not. 
- Inyself both from you and him, 


I meant to go'away and hide 
lt was the one 


prayer of my heart that the truth should never 


reach your ears. 

die ignorant of it.” 
“*God willed otherwise. It wasm 

to understand’ the position in which t 


I hoped you would live and 


privilege 
had been 


EN You did wrong in trying to conceal it 
oe 


m 


me for a moment. 


Then passing one hand slowly across ber fore- 
head, she resumed: 


’ 


It is better to deal with each other plainly 
in such a trouble. 


Do not imagine, dear Neria, 


that I blame you in the least for what has oc- 


You are as innocent of intentional 
wrong as [ am.” 


“Oh, yes, yes.” 


eurred, 


speak, 
lawyer" 


vestigate the facts of 
nounced it a valid 
been such. 
and not mine!” 
Her forced composure 
she uttered these words, 
chair, she shuddered convulsively. 
the knell of peace and happiness lost 
her soul 
“Don't sa 


peers 


| “Ttis of our 


changed hr ap that I wish to 


have not forgotten the verdict of the 
$ agent, who went to New Orleans to in- 


y to her feet. 
im—wish fornone. You are 
wife in the sight of the world. 


your marriage. He pro- 
ceremony. It must have 
Atherton is your husband, 


8ave way a little as 
and, leaning against a 


hey were 
forever to 


Gerald 


that,” cried Neria, 


starting im- 
“T have no Pas 


} claim upon 
his acknowledged 
Keep your po- 


_ sition as such. God forbid that I should de- 
Prive you of it!’ i 


A slight flush kindled in Edna’s pale cheeks. 


live 


other? 


ou forget,” she said, sharply. 
with Gerald Atherton as his wife, 
that the title I 


N 


Could I 

knowing 
bore rightfully belonged to an- 
9, I am not fallen so low as that.” 


_  _ Neria uttered a low cry of horror. She had 


leche thought of the matter in that particular 


' . “ Heaven hel ” ingi 
, trembling han ge she moaned, wringing her 


Ne “Tsh 


0 away from here at once,” Edne re- 


| 


m.:, 
“This mystery must be explained,” shé went | 


| 


——————. EE 0 


Gerald was looking at her with a stunned, 
Seeing her turn slowly away, he 
sprung forward with a hoarse; inarticulate cry: 


‘*Edna, do not leave me like this! I have 


been a wretch, but I promise to do he eae . 
don’t you speak?” Edna. said, in a | in my power toatone fcr the 


past. I will be 
you ever imagined me. Don’t go!” 

She coldly waved him away. 

“Too late. Let me pass, if you please!” 

“Will pene shake your resolution? Do 
you not see that I suffer terribly, as wellas you? 
One moment—” 

The sentence was never finished; Edna’ sud- 
denly pressed her handkerchief to her meuth. 
It was instantly covered with blood. 

That terrible scene had done its work. Ge- 
rald had barely time to catch her in his arms 
as she fell forward insensible! ~ 


CHAPTER ‘XXIV. 
AFTER THE REVELATION. 
Every one can master a grief 
But he that has it. 5 E. 

WHEN consciousness returned, Edna was ly- 
ing on the couch in her own pretty chamber. 
She felt weak and ill, and could scareely raise 
her head from the pillow. A sense of loss and 
pain weighed heavily upon her heart. * 

Her first thought was of Gerald. Seeing Ne- 
ria bending anxiously over her, she caught her 
hand, saying, in an eager whisper: 

‘“Where is he? Why is he not here?” 

“*F asked him to wait outside,” was the an- 
swer.: ‘Shall 1 tell him you have recovered; 
and wish to see him?” 

‘‘No, no.” She fell back, drawing a quick 
breato. ‘‘ Don’t let him enter here, Neria,” she 

leaded. ‘‘T am weak—and I loved him so. It 
s better that we should never meet again.” 

“Calm yourself. It shall be as you wish.” 

A long silence ensued. Edna lay with her 
trembling bands clasped.above her heart. She 
was. _- to look the situation squarely in the 
face—to comprehend the calamity that had 
overtaken her, 

“‘What is the matter with me?” she said, at 
last, ‘I feel strangely. I remember falling 
insensible, but that is all.” 

Neria tried in vain to put her off. 

‘‘The doctor says you have ruptured a. blood- 
vessel,” she reluctantly replied. 
serious, fortunately; you will be up again in a 
few days.” ; 

“A few days!’ Edna echoed. ‘I must 
leave this house before sunset! I could not 
pass another night here. That is out of the 
question.” 

“Try to be patient. You are not strong en- 
ough to make any change.” ; 

“TI must go—I must!” Edna cried, fever- 
ishly. ‘‘I can bear anything: better than to 
tarry here where I have been so happy. Man- 
age it any way you please—only yield to me.” 

Neria began to expostulate, but it was of no 
use. She was bent on getting away as quickly 
as possible, and could not be moved. She soon 
worked herself into such a fever of excitement 
that Neria saw it was better to yield. 

“I will speak to the physician,” she said, at 
length; ‘‘ we must be guided by his advice.” 

She did so, and won a reluctant consent that 
the removal should be made at once. All that 
now remained was to apprise Gerald of the de- 
cision, ' 

She found him walking = and down the cor- 
ridor like one distracted. earing her step, he 
turned and came quickly toward her. 

““What a fearful retribution has overtaken 
me!” he exclaimed. ‘I feel as though all was 
lost that made life desirable. I have sinned, 
but my punishment is hard to bear.” 

She had no wish to discuss the situaticn. 

“JT am here to speak of Edna,” she coldly 
said. ‘In spite of her weak condition she is de- 
termined to leave the house at once.” 

‘‘What! she persists in abandoning me?” 

«c Yes. »”» 

Covering his face, he groaned aloud. 

“T submit. But you must let me see her 
alone for a few moments before she goes,” he 
said, at length.; 

oS Impossible ’ was the decisive answer, 
‘‘ My sister could not endure another interview 
in her weakened condition. Neither does she 
wish it. Spare her the ordeal ” 

“You do not care how much my heart is 
wrung, or how entirely I am bereft,” he pas- 
sionately exclaimed, i 

Neria made no response, It was but a just 
retribution—one he had brought upon himself. 


’ 


¥ i 


“It is nothing - 


Iie was suffering a little of the agony he had 
ruthlessly brought upon others. 

Edna was sitting up when she reéntered. ber 
chamber, eagerly giving orders to the maid 
who'had been summoned. Her eyes glittered 
with excitement, a hectic spot burned in either 
cheek, 

‘““You need 
she said. “I shall have no use for the others, 
or my jewels. Leave them all together and he 
—Mr. Atherton—can dispose of them as he 
pleases.” rm 

The bewildered maid obeyed these-instruc- 
tions to the letter. She knew something un- 
usual had occurred, that.all was not/as it should 
be between her. master and mistress, But, as 


nothing had been said in her hearing, she was 


very far from divining the truth, 

“ My lady is is wpesyhe she thought, “‘and has 
taken it into her head to go away for a while. 
I hope there bas been no quarrel—she and mas- 
ter seemed so fond of each other.” J 

It was only by a tremendous effort that 
Edna succeeded in keeping any eontrol over 
herself. The terrible anguish and d r that. 


swept her soul was enough to madden one. 


When at last all was ready, and, clinging to 
Neria’s arm, she-arose to leave the room an@. 
the house, she was almost overcome. +: 

“TI have been so happy here,” she 


oaned, 
looking round at the familiar pets ie had 


learned to love. ‘‘It will be harder than im- 
— to go away and leave si by behindt 
Oh, my home, my once happy home, I shall see 
you no more!” a 
No tears fell from her’ burning eyes, but hid. 
ing her face on her sister’s shoulder she stood 
thus for several minutes, shuddering con- 
vulsively. - ‘ 


‘*T came here a happy bride,” she said, * any Ss 


never dreamed what a farce I was li 

wrecked life and broken heart are all I to: 

take away.” 
“Come,” 


said Neria, drawing her forcibly 
forward. 


_e- “Tt will never do to give way like 
this. 


wirrs 

The halls and corridors were clear. Geraki 
had taken care of that. Neither he nor Mrs. 
Atherton gene ane ve! the latter had held. 
herself aloof from the first. Not very clearly 
understanding the situation of affairs, all ber 
sympathies were with her son. 

It was with a last long, lingering look full 
of unutterable anguish that Edna left the 
house. 

‘“This is my farewell,” she said. “I shal 
never come here again 
leave behind. It seems 
dead.” 

They entered the carriage, 
draw a free breath until the 
Faunce’s door, She feared tha 
orrhage might set in on the way. . 

Mrs. Faunce stood waiting in the hall, ber 
shrewd old face betraying wonder and _curi- 
osity. She fell back a step with a sm 


like taking leave of the 


reached Mrs. 
a second hem- 


ejaculation as her glance fell upon the pale, 


drooping figure of Edna, 
** Mercy on me! What is all this?” 
Neria made a quick sign of caution. =~ 
‘‘ Hush!” she said, in a low tone of voice. 


“* Ask no questions, but leave me to deal with | 


my sister alone. J will explain all, presently,’” 
rs. Faunce leaned against the wall 


er- 
ing them to pass by. Never, in all her life, had. 


she been so astonished. She was too clever by 
far not to realize 
occurred, 3 

‘* What can it be?” she vainly asked herself. 
“Tn the first place, Neria came flying here, at 


dead of night, for refuge, and now it is Edna. 


Something must be radically wrong at the 
Atherton mansion. But what?” jas 
An hour later she had heard the whole story. 


Leaving Edna lying in the deep sleep of ex-_ 


haustion, Neria ‘sought the presence of her 

aunt and revealed all, without reservation, - 
Mrs. Faunce could scarcely believe the evi- 

dence of her senses. ' 
‘“My God!” she gasped, at last. 


treated you so shamefully? To think that Edna 
should have married him, too, and neither of 


you to know. Itis dful! 


She might have done something rash in her 
horror and indignation had not Neria soothed — 


and restrained her. 

“T entreat you to he careful,” pleaded the 
wretched girl. ‘‘For Edna’s sake there must 
be no scandal, It is not necessary that the- 
facts should ever come to light. The world 


will know that my sister and her husband have — 


, but it need not be told the reason.” 


rted p 
‘*Edna’s husband!” repeated the blunt old 
‘ . - 


¢ 
t., 
’ 


or behold anything Tf . 


Neria did not. 


that a terrible calamity had 


“Is it pos- 
sible that Gerald Atherton is the wretch who 


49° 


ck only my plainest dresses,’” . 


20F 


Ha Neria’s pale face flushed a little. 

) ‘What a terrible state of affairs! It is al- 
4 most beyond belief. How Gerald could have re- 
iu mained ignorant so long of the relationship exist- 

had ing between you and Edna passes my comprehen- 

aes sion. Why, even a word, or a careless refér- 

c is ence, would have been: sufficient to enlighten 
‘whim. 

| * ‘: The explanation seems easy enough,” Neria 

rravely replied. ‘‘I had taken the name of 

"Gromgue when Gerald first met me, and he 
never knew it did not rightfully belong to me. 
My past life was a subject we never discussed, 

na seems to have been ally reticent, 
though from a very different motive. Pride 
kept her silent. It was no pleasant task to 


speak to her husband of a sister who had left | 


‘ home clandestinely to take a menial position 
: among strangers.” , 
“I wish I had the wretch by the neck! I 
ee right good will,” ejacu- 
lated Mrs, Faunce. 


She felt the force of Neria’s reasoning, how- 
ever. Yes, the secret must be kept—it was due 


>t ‘to all. 

‘Phe night . After that first sleep, 
k _ * Edna never atte her ‘eyes. Sho lay quite 
_ tif, a low moan escaping her lips now and 
- then, She grew perceptibly weaker as the 
_/  ' ours wore on. It frightened Neria. to look at 
2S her. A few lagging moments had done the 
+ ned work of weeks. . 
ial Some time during the following day she 
a 


i 


j oe up suddenly, and said in a tremulous 
** Worees 
_ “Have youseen him—Gerald—since we came 
away?” — ‘ 
‘ '* No,” Neria replied. 
She sighed heavily. ' 
ey | thought he would at least come to inquire 
after me.’ 
; ‘‘He has sent messengers every hour. He 
, would scarcely dare to come himself.” + 
A pleased light broke over Edna’s beautiful, 
pale face. “He is not indifferent to my suf- 
‘ferings,” she murmured. “lt is a@ relief to 
‘iknow that.” 


; 


CHAPTER XXV. 
ENTERING INTO REST. 
d: ‘Il amaweary, aweary— 
ould God that I were dead!" 
: —TENXYEON. 
Nwaxby a month went by. ' 
Edna was rapidly and surely fading. Day 
by day she grew weaker, her coughing fits more 
violent, and thé hemorrhages, to which she was 
mow subject, more frequent. It soon became 


She : 


i 


i SE A er > <9 
gs wees ; 


, 


th \ 


_ this earth would not be for long. 
- Edna was one of the first to realize her im- | 
- pending fate. One’day as Neria sat beside the 
d, bathing her hot brow and hands with eau | 
de Cologne, she spoke of if. 
Anr “To most persons of my age the thought of 
oo death is terrible. It only brings comfort to me. | 
There could be no other escape from the de- | 
’ and intolerable position in which Lam | 
placed. Iam ready to go.” — ; | 
‘ “Oh, Edna” cried Neria, in a choking voice. | 
“IT know you will mourn for me,” she said, | 
lifting her hollow eyes to her sister’s face. 
‘*You bave always loved me tenderly and de- 
_ votedly. For a time it may seem very lonely 
here. Buteven you will rejoice to feel that I 
_ am at rest where shame aril sorrow can never | 
_ fassail me more.” 
“Do not give up. You should try to live for | 
the sake of those who love you.” 
Edna slowly shook her head. 
‘ “The burden of life is more than I could bear. 
€ God knew it, and is mercifulin calling me home. 
A little while, and I shall be beyond the reach 
ss @f grief and pain.” 
fter a long pause she added, in a musing 


tone: 
‘* When all is over I would like to be taken to 
“my old home, and buried beside my mother, I | 
have a notion that I could rest better there. 
The skies are warmer, the sun would kiss my 
ve, and flowers bloom earlier and later upon 


ss 


eee you promise?” j 
iT ‘‘¥es,” Neria answered, unsteadily. ‘‘ Any- 
thing you wish.” 


After that conversation, she seemed to take 

\ giant strides toward the grave. All her hopes 

he and desires were centered init. She lay for the 

_.. most part with closed eyes, so white and sha- 

% _ dow-like that Neria often bent over her with a 

thrill of terror lest the death-angel had al- 
Feady claimed his own, 


\ 


4 
A 
7 


woman, ‘ Why, he is yours, child|—you have 
the only legal claim—he married you first.” 


' impossible to disguise the fact that her tarry on 
| 


_be a comfort to me. 


| that Neria was struck by it. 


One day, after a long silence, she suddenly 
stretched out her wasted hand, suffering it to 
fall poe her sister’s. 

‘*Neria, are we alone?” she said, in an ea 
whisper. ‘I have something to say to you 
fore it is too late,” 

“You can speak freely, dear. There is no 
one else to hear,” 


Her eyes drooped; for an instant she hesi- 
coro ped 


‘‘ What I wish to say concerns Gerald and— 
and—yourself,” she faltered. ‘‘ Forgive me if I 
cause ee momentary pain, I know that you 
loved him well and truly. You are his wife. 
He will be a better man for what he has passed 
through. When I am gone 1 want you to 
promise that yes will take the place I have 
wrongfully ed, bear the name I have 
borne.” 

‘“‘ Never!” cried Neria, starting back. “TI 
could not. It would be an insult to your mem- 
ory—abhorrent to my wronged womanhood.” 
A ‘* You will feel differently by and by, per- 

aps. 

‘**T am sure I shall not.” 

‘But it is my wish that you should be re- 
united,” Edna said, in a solemn voice. ‘“ Ger- 
ald will do all that is possible to atone. I know 
he loves you still—better than he ever loved 
me. You will be happy. You will take your 
true position in the world. A little while, and 
the memory of this time will seem like a horri- 
ble dream. 

“Do not speak of such a consummation!” 
Neria exclaimed. ‘I could not entertain the 
thought for one moment. I cannot—dare not 
tell you my feelings toward one who has so 
wronged us ahs Let us not talk more of it. I 
cannot bear it.” 

At a late hour of that same evening, as Neria, 
sat beside the couch, there came alow tap at 
the window. Edna was asleep. Neria rose 
with a startled feeling, and, approaching the 
window, drew back the shade. 

Gerald stood there on the little comp, that 
extended along the front of the house. His fig- 
ure appeared clearly outlined against.the star- 
lit sky. 

Ho signed for Neria to raise the sash. ‘t How 
is she?” he eagerly inquired, drawing her out 
beside him the instant she had complied with 
his request. 

“ Fading rapidly away,” she answered, with 
difficulty restraining her tears. ‘‘ A few days 
more will see the end.” ) 

‘‘ You have relinquished all hope?” 

is Yes. ” 

He stood silent a moment, one hand pressed 
tightly upon his throat. . 

“Can T see her?” he said at length in’ a 
hoarse voice that sounded utterly unlike his 
own. . 

“Of what use would it be?’ 

“} could ask her forgiveness again. It would 
Perhaps there is some 
reparation I could make. God knows how wiil- 
ingly I would do anything in my power—even 
to give my life.” 

Reparation! at that late day! lt turned Ne- 
ria sick to think of it. The time for that had 
gone by. forever. 

While she stood silent, trembling with sorrow 
and indignation, there came a rustling sound 
within the room, and a feeble voice spoke her 
name: 

‘‘Neria, where are you?” 

She entered hastily. Edna lay with her eyes 
wide open, breathing heavily and paintelts. 
Her countenance wore an expression so strange 
She felt at once 
that the shadow of an awful presence was in 
the room. 

‘*You are worse?’ she exclaimed. 

Edna feebly put up her hand, 

‘* Yes,” she answered, her voice searcely audi- 
ble for weakness. ‘‘ I feel that the end is here. 
It has come sooner than we expected—almost 
too soon for my purpose, perhaps.” 

Then, fixing her glazing eyes eagerly on her 
sister’s face, she added: 

“T bave one request to make. 


I must see him | 


before I die! Do not refuse me. I could not | 
go without. Tf always meant to send for him at 
the last. Lloved bim so—no one could blame’ 


me for that. Neria, Neria, you have not the 
heart to refuse my dying request?” 

A moment’s hesitation. and the wretched girl 
cried in a voice of grief and horror: 

‘No, no! You shall see bim.” 

‘Thank you. Pray send at once—I feel that 
I am going rapidly.” 

‘‘ There is no need—he is here!” 

Edna started up with a wild glitter in her 
eyes. : 


“wy 


“ Heref: Oh, do not deceive me. Icould not 
bear it.” ; : 
Neria went straight to the window and threw 
back the blind. | 
‘You can enter,” she said to the cold, shiver- 
ing figure that waited outside. | 
A glad cry came from the couch as Gerald } 
poe leg across the sill. He went feebly on, and 
falling on his knees, caught the hand of the dy- 
ing, and held it pressed convulsively to his lips. 
““Oh, Edna, is it thus we meet at last?’ 
She laid her cheek against his, and so held 
him fast for a moment. All the pain and grief 
were gone from her face—a divine peace reigned 
there instead. 
“You are with me again,” she breathed, | 
‘and I can die content.” | 
After a brief silence she looked up and said: , 
“Kiss me, Neria, then leave us alone te-- 
gether. My last moments belong to him.” 
What passed within that room no one ever 
knew, At last, after a long interval, Gerald 
threw open the door and fell half fainting | 
across the threshold. Neria did not stop to 
question him, but entered bastily. 
All was still. Edna lay with her hands fold- 
ed, a peaceful smile parting her lips. Th..t tor- 
tured heart had found rest at last. 


CHAPTER XXVI. . 
THE BITTER END. 


But whatso’er its end below, 
His life began and closed in woe. 


FASHIONABLE New York society was shocked 
and startled when news of Edna's death, after | 
so brief an illness, went abroad. To the giddy 
multitude it seemed but a day since she had | 
been one of their number, ieee in every | 
ear tgp gay, happy, young, beautiful and be- 
loved. It was hard to realize that she had | 
gone down to death so suddenly, in the early 
dawn of womanhood, crowned with the glory 
of immortal youth, at an age when life and the 
SF ones a0 of this world seem brighteat and most 
alluring. 
She was laid to rest as Gerald Athertcn’s 
wife, and her society friends never knew— 
never will know—the miserable secret: ti at 
shortened and saddened the life that might 
otherwise bave been so happy. 
For her sister’s sake, that no suspicion might 
be awakened, or ieproach cast upon Edna’s 
memory, Neria accompanied Gerald to the 
rave. lt wasa terrible ordeal, however, The 
instant all was over, she withdrew to the seclu. 
sion of Mrs. Faunce’s house, and with an ach- 
ing heart, took up the burden of her solitary 
existence, 
The sorrow-laden weeks went by. She never 
went abroad, and received no visitors until one 
May afternoon when, as she was sitting listless, 
ly in the drawing-room, one of the servants 
ushered in a gentleman, " 
Neria rose with a beating heart. It was Gil- 
bert Brandon. A quick glance told the agi- 
tated girl that he was looking better and more 
at rest than she had ever seen him. 
“T am going away.” he said, holding her 
trembling hand for a moment, ‘“‘ and only came 
to say good-by.” 

Pe an effort to calm herself she in- 
quired: 

‘* Where do you go?” 

“To Europe. A change of scene will be good 
for me, I fancy.” 

*‘ Will you be long away ?”, 

“That is uncertain,” he replied, “ At leasta 
rae 

eria felt a sudden twinge of pain that sh 

did not attempt to analyze.” ? “ 
ena Charlton will be very lonely,” she 


- 


“Yes. I hope you will go frequently to see 
her while I am absent. Noth ne would please 
her more,” j 

A brief silence ensued. When Gilbert Bran- 
don spoke again, it was in a voice tbat quiv- 
ered despite all his efforts to keep it steady, 

“‘T wish to ask you one question before F g0,. 
Neria. Itis this: Do you still consider your- 
self bound to that man—to Gerald? I cannot 
leave in this uncertainty respecting your posi- 
tion, I would gather from your own lips an 
inkling of what your future is to be,” 

She shook her head, a slight flush kindling in 
her cheeks. 

“T intend spending it here with aunt Faunce,” 
she replied. ‘‘Iam as one dead to the world, 
and expect so toremain, Life has few interests 
to one who has passed through deep waters like 
myself.” : i 


“Ard Gerald Atberton?”? 

‘‘{ hope and pray he may never cross my 
path again,” she uttered, with veLemence. 

“You look upon yourself as his lawful 
wife?” 
~ “Yes. It was a valid marriage. Nothing 
save death can set it aside.” 

The man’s face fell; a sort of smothered 
groan broke from bis lips. 

‘“Good-by,” he said, abruptly, again clasping 
her hand for an instant, ‘It is useless for me 
tolinger. May Heaven bless and keep you.” 
| The days seemed lonelier than ever after he 

went away. Neria had never before realized 
the dreariness of her position so sensibly. A 
sense of want ard dissatisfaction was cou- 
stantly before her mind. At last she came to 
feel that any change to break the dreary 
monotony of the dragging days would be wel- 

come, 
It came, though in a form she had scarcely 
expected or desired. One memorable Ft 
fe 


Gerald Atherton was ushered unceremoniocus 
into her presence. She had not seen him since 
the day of Edva’s funeral, and was shocked and 
surprised at the change visible in his appear- 
ance. He looked haggard and wild-eyed, and 
his face was thin and worn. 

; ““T have lived in torment, these last few 
" weeks,” he uttered, after some painful words 

had passed between them. ‘‘I could endure it 
no longer. Neria, your resentment must have 
passed away ere this, You will not refuse me 
the eed words for which my heart is hunger- 
ing?” 
“What..do you expect?’ she calmly de- 
manded, though all her pulses were throbbing. 
_ “That bright dream of one year ago was 
very sweet fo us both. [ have never forgotten 
it, Why should we not live it over? This es- 
trangement is terrible. It has continued too 
tong already. There should be an end of it.” 
_ He was coming nearer, but she waved him 
resolutely away, 

“‘Itis necessary we should understand each 
other once and forever,” she said. *‘ You and 
I have nothing in common, Gerald Atherton. 

‘ute part to see each other no more, 


He gazed at her 
intense excitement, 
bs in eaten in earnest, Neria,” he gasped. 

Co i, td : 

Yes, ’ she replied. ‘The gulf between us is 
deep as death—and as impasssble.” 

. Don’t say that,” he pleaded, in accents of 
bitter anguish. ‘I cannot give youup. Every 
obstacle has been removed—nothing stands in 
the way of our ae ee. . [will acknowledge 
you to all the world as my cherished wife. Oh, 
; eriay rf is not possible that you have ceased to 

ove me 


She shrunk with a shudder 
, stretched arms. 

‘Even so,” she said. ‘‘ You killed my love 
—the only marvel is that you did not kill me as 
well. The last remnant of affection perished 
from my heart while I watched by the dyin 
bed of ny darling. My own bideous wrongs 
can forzive—hers I never will! You dealt 
foully, treacherous'y, monstrously by us both. 
oo now; I have no more tosay to you. Letus 
end this distasteful scene.” 

3 on : 
o, at once!” she repeated, drawing her- 
self up. * Hencef AS § 5 
each other.” ceforth we are as strangers to 
*' Have you no pity—no compassion?” 
“None for you,” she coldly replied. ‘Do 
_ noé compel me to summon a servant to show 
; a the door.” , 
. strange cry of blended anguish 
broke from his fips. He saw thet all voces 
persistence would be useless. 
“Great God! Is this to be my 
he groaned, striking his clinched 
forehead. 

.The next moment he was gone. Noria saw 

™ climb into the light carriage that waited 

efore the door, snatch up the lines, and strike 
ey torse @ cruel blow with nis whip, 

fi ‘thers who saw him that day said he drove 
i ay through the streets, his muscles set, his 
io © pallid as death, his eyes wild and glitter- 

§. dhe result was what might have been ex 
ae 4 Suddenly his light carriage became en- 
hicks in a snarl of heavier vehicles; the 
oh ightened horse became uncontrollable; and 
Na the Catastropbe occurred. Gerald was 
town headlong against a curbstone only a 
ew feet distant, where he lay a mass of lacera- 

ted and quivering fi sh. 
oe spoke but once after they picked him up. 
Neria will forgive me now,” he murmared, 


& moment, trembling with 


from his out- 


Penteh nse! ? 
and against 


ee 
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and so closed his eyes upon this world, where 
his years had been few, but full of evil. 

Who will say that a violent death was not the 
fitting end of such a life? 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
CONCLUSION. 
I read her bosom better than she knew. 
J. G. HOLLAND. 

No event. of importance marked Neria’s life 
during the next twelve months. Time, as it 
rolled by, brought healing on its wings, as it 
ever does, and her grief for Edna’s sad fate be- 
came a sorrowful memory. 

Of Gerald she did not permit herself to think 
atall. She wished to forget that such a person 
had ever existed. 

The life she led was a very useful one, full 
of charity and deeds of benevolence, Mrs, 
Faunce’s abundant wealth, of which she was 
the acknowledged heir, rendered it an easy mat- 
ter to give with a generous hand, and she spent 
her time in searching out and relieving cases of 
distress. 

But one relaxation did the devoted girl per- 
mit herself—a monthly visit to Cragnest, in or- 
der to spend aday with Mis. Charlton. Gilbert 
Brandon still remained abroad, but bis sister 
often read long extracts from his manly and en- 
tertaining letters, and Neria soon began to look 
forward to these occasions with a degree of 
pleasure and interest of which she was scarcely 
aware, 

Atlast there came a day when Mrs. Charlton 
hurried to meet ber, radiant and happy, the mo- 
ment the carriage drew up before the door. 

‘“‘T havea pleasant surprise in store for you, 
dear,” she said. ‘‘Come this way.” 

Perplexed and curious, Neria followed her 
hostess to the drawing-room door. Mrs. Charl- 
ton paused on the threshold, gently thrusting 
her within the room. ‘I’m going to leave you 
to find out what it is for yourself,” she ‘added, 
laughingly, and burried a. ay. 

eria scarcely dared raise her eyes. She felt 
intuitively. what was coming, even before a 
warm hand clasped her own, and a rich voice 
said, close to her ear: 

“‘ Have you no words of welcome for a home- 
sick wanderer?” 

Gilbert Brandon stood beside her, bronzed 
with foreign travel, handsome and more manly- 
looking than when he went away. The expres. 
sion of peace and content it once bad lacked 

was on bis face. Neria felt herself blushing 

crimson as he bent above her. It was a Lappy 
moment, 

“ Welcome home!” she murmured, 

Clasping ber in his arms, with all a lover's 
unreasoning impatience, he cried: 

_ “ Neria, speak to me, love! Tell me if there 

is any need ever to leave you again!” 

She leaned her head 


ar rT 


; upon his shoulder with a 
happy sigh. That was ae answer. 

After storm had come sunshine, after trouble 
acalm, She had found shelter from all her sor- 


rows inalove that would never weary—never 
growcold.  - ‘ 


THE END, 
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Fnglend anaes vb a Boy; or, Why Wild Ned Harris, the New 
hie > beca r i : 
Bltard f, Wheeler me the Western Prince of the Road. By 
2 ‘he Boy Exi es of Sip * J i 
By. T, 0. Haybaugh, Siberia; or, The Watch-Dog of\ Russia. 
2. Paul De Lacy, the Fr 
York Boysin ihe Jungles, By CG. Dunn 
4 ; : 3 ¥ ©. Dunning Clark. 
2° Zhe Sword Prince: The Romantic Life of Colonel Monstery 
Amerean Champi- n-at-arms, ) Br Captain Fred. Whittaker i 
25 Round the Camp Fire 3 or Snow-Bound at “Preezge:ont Can Pp » 
26 1 Tale of Roving Joe and bis Hunter 'Pards, By Jos, E. Badger, Jr 
_now-Shoe Tom; or. New York Boys in the Wilderness, A 
24 wae of Spot and Peril in Maine. | By Toe, Harbaugh. 
ellow Hair, the Boy Chief of the Pawnees. The Ad- 
28 Thee Caner of Edie Burg: ss«f Nebraska. By Col, Ingraham 
tase of the Great White Stage and 2 
anoe. By Cy Dunning Clark, ) pee Bees 


or, Mountain Paths and | 


ench Beast Charmer; or, New 


% FS Pei ie 
or eke “‘ortune-K. unter; or, Koving Joe as Miner, Cdw-Boy, 
30 Watt 3 and Hunter. By A. H. Post. 
Walt Permeicon’s Cruise. A Tale of the Antarctic Sea, By 


C. Dunning Clark. 


31 The Boy Crusader; or, How a Page and a Fool Saved a King. 


By Captain Frederick Whittaker. 


Cx 


37 


43 Bronéo Bi:ly, the Saddle Prince. 


| 54 Cal'fornia Joe, the Mystericus Plainsman. 


32 White Beaver, the Indian Medicine Chief: ot; The Tio- 


mantic and Adventurous Life of Dr. D. Frank Powell, knowin on tie 
Border as.‘ Raney Frank,” ‘Iron Face,’sete, , By Col. P. Ingraham. 
Captain Ralph, the Young Explorer; or, The Centipede 
Among the Flees. By C. Dunning Clark. caw .& 
The Young Bear Hunters. A Story of the Haps. and Mishars 
of a Party of Boys in the Wilds of Michigan, By Morris Redwing. 
The Lost Boy Whalers; or, In the Shadow of'the North: Pole. 
By T. C, Harbaugh. 

Smart Sim, the Lad with 
who were “Bovnced.” By Edward Willett. > 

Old ‘far Knuckle and His Boy;Chums $ or, The Monsters 
of the Esquimaux Border. By Roger Starbuck, 


34 
35 
36 a Level Head; or, Two Boys 
38 
39 
40 


ing. . By Edward §S. Bilis, . 
Night-Hawk George, ond His 
in the Wilds of the South and West.’ By Col Prentiss Ingre tam, 
The Ice Elephant; cr, The Castaways of the Lone Coast. By 
Captain Frederick Whittaker, 7 tn>t £2 
41 The Pampas Hunters; cr, New York Boys in Buenos Ayres. 
By T. C. Harbaugh. . Sedat Ee Pe 
42 
By C, Dunning Clark. 
By Colonel’ Prentiss 
Ingrabam. : ; 
The Snow Hunters; 
De Forrest. 


45 Jack, Harry and Tom, the Three Champion Brothers; or, 
Beys with the Tattooed Pirate. ly _ 


Adventu:es of Three Brave 
Captain Frederick Whittaker. 
46 The Condor Killers; 


Roger Starbuck: 
49 
By Edward Willett. 


Dick, the Stowaway; 
50 The Adventurcus Life of Nebraska Charlie, (Ches. E. 


By. T..C. Harbaugh. 2 
47 ‘he Boy Coral Fischers; or; 'The Sea Cavern Scourge. «Py 
48 
By Charles Morris, , 4 
Tip Treseell, the Fleater; or, Fortunes and Misfortunes on 
the Mississin} i. > 
Burgess.) By Colonel Prentis: Ingraham. : 
51 The Colorado Boys; or, Lite cn an Indigo Plantaticn., 
Jose; h BE. Badger, Jr. 


Charles Morris. 
53 The Boy Detectives; or, The Young Californians in Shanghzi, 
By T. C. Harbaugh. 
By Gol. Prentiss 
Ingraham. . 
55 Harry Somers, the 
56 Nobody’s Boys; cr, Life Amcng the Gipsies 
man. 
57 Th Menacerie Hunter; or, Fanny Hobart, the 
Queen. By Major H. Grenville, “Sea Gull,” 
58 Lame Tim, the Mule Boy of the, Mines; or, 
Black Diamonds. By Cherles Morris. 3 
59 Lud Licnheels, the Young Tiger Fighter. 


Sailor-Boy Magician. By 8. 'W. Penrice. 


Avimal 
Life Among the 


Land. _By T..C Harbauvh. ' 
61 The Merry Rangers. By C. Dunning Clark, 


/ ‘ 
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©8 WilBamy Streat, 


New. York, 


The Settler’s Son; or, Adventtires ‘in Wilderness anal Clar- ; 


* = ” 
Daring Deeds ard Adventures | 


The Young Land-Lubber; or, Prince Porter's First Cruise. ; 


or, Winter in the Woods. By Barry 3 


cr, Wild. Adventures at, the Equetor. } 


or, A Yankee Boy’s Strange Cruise, 


By 
52 Honest Harry; or, The Country Boy Adrift in the City, By 


By J.M ate 


By Roger Starbuck. | 
' 60 The Yeung Trail Hunt: rs; or, New York Boys in Grizzly 


‘, ’ : 
t e P ; ‘ 7" 
t 4 


i 


7 


~ 


Wi 
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American Copyright Novels and the Cream of Foreign Novelists, Unabridged, FOR FIVE CENTS? 
ria er — Ever Fublished! 


1 The Masked B ide; or, Will She Marry 
Him? By Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell, 

2 Was It Love? or, Collegians and Sweet- 
hearts. By Wm. Mason Turner, M. D. 

3 The Girl Wite; or, The True andthe False. 
By Bartley T. Campbell. 

4A Brave Heart}; or, Startlingly Strange. 
By Arabella Southwor th: 

5 Bessie Raynor, the Work Girl; 

The Quicksands of Life. 
’ ‘Turner, M. D 


or, 
By William Mason 


6 The S.cret ‘Marriage; or, x Duchess in | 


ite of Aerself. B 
wf aughier of 
By Mrs, Mary Reed Crowell. 
8 Meart to eart; or, Fair Phyllis’ Love. 
By Atabella Southworth. 
9 Alone in the World; or, The Young Man’s 
Ward. By the author "of “Clifton,” “Pride | 
10 ‘a anes E Th 
FY oO ray Eyes; or, The Emerald 
aa estes, gy Bote Remedy. 
ngle or, angerous Game. B 
Henrietta Thackeray. “+ ‘ss 
12 ay | Lawful W ile or, Myra, the Child of 
ion. By Mrs. Ann §. Stephens. 
13 mad or, The 


leap, the Little “ar aaa 
et’s Woo rinne Cush: 

awh Married Him? eg 
Gray. By Sara Claxton. 


or, The Woman in 

45 A Fair Face; or, Out in the World. B 
Bartley T. Campbell’ “i 3 

16 i ease Her t; or, A True Knight. By 
or, The Last of the Grims- 


‘argaret Leicester. 
WA Level Lover}; 
(ae ja Southworth. 
The Ill-Starred Marriage. By 


hs. 
ae lin ia Hin iaol or 3 Crowell. 


19 ‘The Broken Betrothal; or, Love versus 
Hate. 


Sara Claxto 
ive} or, Blinded by Love, 


By Mary Grace Halpine. 
20 oreo aa a Nell; we 2 Orange Girl; or, The 
le Penne, 
1 SS aed Forever} or, Why Did She Mar- 


Him? By Henrietta Thack: keray. 


22 he! 
By the author of “‘ Alonein the World,”’ 
sd Benton ete. 
22 Leap Year; 3 or, Why She Proposed. By Sara 


24 Her Face Was Her Fortune. By Elea- 
nor Blaine. 


25 Only a Schoolmistress 3 or, Her Untold 
Secret. By Arabella Southworth, 

26 Without a Heart; or, Walking on the | 

Brink. By Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, 

27 Was She 2x Coquette? or, A Strange 


Sy oly By Henrietta Thackeray. 
28 Sybil Chase}; or, The Gambler’s "Wite. By 
. Ann §. Stephens. 
29 For ‘Her Dear Sake}; or, Saved Wien Him- 
self. By Sara Claxton. 


30 The Bouquet Girl; ‘or, A Million of Money. 
By Agile Penne. 


31 Ape arri age 3 or, The Iron Will. By 


enison. 
32 Mariana, the Prima Donna 3} or, Roses 
ea The panes. ‘4 Fore oe Southworth, « ; 
he Khree Sisters’ or, The Mys ° 
: rd Chalfont. By ‘Aiba Fleming. rs 
* B4A iAjearria e of Convenience 3 or, Was 
Hea Count? By Sara Claxton. 
86 All Against Her; or, The Winthrop Pride. 
By Clara Augusta. 
$6 Sir Archer's Bride; or, The Queen of His 
Heart. By Arabella Southworth. 
37 ae, ‘ountry Cousin; or, All is not Gold 
: litters. By Rose Kennedy. 
38 Hie Own Aguin; or, Trust Her Not. By 
‘Arabella Southworth. 
39 Flirtation; or, A Young Girl’s Good Name, 
By Jacob Abarbanell, (Ralph Royat.) 
40 ae Nag to Marry 5 ‘or, In Love’s Bonds. 
Jaxton. 
a1 Bilnd Devotion; or, Love Against the 
World. By Alice age 
42 Beatrice, the Beautiful; or, His Seconc 
Love. By Arabella Southwo 
43 The Baronet’s Secret; or, The Rival Half- 
Sisters. B 


ge Sara Claxton, 
44 e On 
Trower. vy Alice Fleming. 
45 Hier Hidden reed or, Love At All Odds, 
By Arabella Southworth. 
«46 The Little Wieiress; or, Under a Cloud, 
y Mrs. Mary A, Denison, 
47 oiaund She Loved Him) or, How Will 
Eat By noes ere J ette’s Re 
48 In Spite o erse r, Jeann pa- 
2 on By 8. R.8 Sherwood.” 


49 Hin Hearts Whistress; ‘or, Love at First 


bella Southworth. 
50 Tho C # edb eiress a The Prisoner of 
¥ La Vintresse. By Mrs. Mary A n, 
51 bab nc Young Gintes or, The Bride of an 
Bari. By Allce eming. 
ae wi ged 1 ie any or, Risking All ! 
‘for a He: Many eed bro - well, 
‘wignen ope. Ny Saute or, The Ro- | 
‘a ae Ruby ‘Ring. By’ ritem Mason 
er, MS 


eer of an Actor} or, Driven from , 


Daughter ; or, Brother against | 


if 54 One Woman’s Heart; or, Saved from the 
1... Street. By Gale S. Kaitne. 
55 She Did Not Love Him; OF peeping to 
Conquer By Arabella Southwort 
| 56 Love-Niad ; or, Betrothed Married, Divorced 
| and-——... By Wm. Mason Turner, M.D. 
57 A Brave Girl; or, Sunshine at Last. 
| Alice Fleming. 
58 The Ebon Mask; 
Guardian. By Mrs. Mary Reed ( rowell. 
| 59 A Widow’s ‘Wiles or, A Bitter Vengeance. 
By Rachel Bernhard 
| ‘60 bi ag Deceit; oe The Diamond Legacy. 
H 


or, The Mysterious 


y Mrs, Jennie Davis Burton. 
61 re Wic 4 Hieart; or, The False and the 
rue, By Sara Claxton, 
62 The Bh Bride; or, T.e, Dead Secret 
of Hollow Ash Hall. By Margaret Blount, 
| 63 The Creole Sisters s or, The Mystery of the 
Perrys, By Mrs, Anna E, Porter. 
64 What Jodie yey Did; or, The Heir of 
Worsley 'y Alice Fleming. 
65 a Witers § secret; or, "Twixt Cup and 
Col. Juan Lewis. 
66 re rother’s Sims or, Flora’s Forgiveness. 
By Rachel Bernhardt. 
| 67 Forbidden Bans; _ or, 
Prince, By Arabella’ Southworth. 


68 Weavers and Weft; or, ‘Love That Hath | 


Us In His Net.” By Miss M. KE. Braddon. 
69 byyeses: He or, The "Fate of a Coquette. By 


Dumas. 
0 whe 3" Two Orphans. By D'Enery 


1 WY ste xoung 


7 

7 

on ‘The "Pwo Widows. By Annie Thomas. 
7 


3 Rose eae! § or, The Trials of a Factory | 


Girl. By Maud Hilton. 
4 Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage 3 or, The Story 


Ouida. 
By J. 8. Le 


una, 
Mrs. Rowson. 


of a Broidered Shield. B. 
5 ape ances Lady of 


76 ariotte Temple. 
| 77 Christian Oakle oye istake, By the 
author of *‘ John Halifax, Gentleman,” etc. 
| 78 My Young ements or, A Confusion in 
the Family. By Myself. 
TDA ueen Amongst Women. 
author of ‘‘ The Cost of Her Love,” “ A Gilded 
Sin,’’ ‘Dora Thorne,” ete., ete. 
80 Her cone and Master, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


By Florence 


arryat 

81 Luey Temple, Sister of Charlotte. 

82 A Long Time Ago. By Meta Orred. 

83 Play’ ing for High Stakes, By Annie 
Thomas. 

84 The Laurel Bush. By the author of 
“ John Halifax, Gentleman.” 

85 Led Astray. By Octave Feuillet. 

86 Janet's epentanc e. By George Eliot, 

87 The Romance ofa Poor Young Man, 
By Octave Feuillet. 

88 A ‘rerrible Deeds or, All for Gold. By 
Emma, Garrison Jones. 

89 A Gilded Sin. 
Thorn," ete. 

90 The ‘Author’s Daughter. 
Howitt. - 

91 The Jilt. By Charlies Reade. 

92 Eileen Alanna; or, the Dawning of the Day. 
By Dennis O'Sullivan. 

93 Love’s Victory. By B. L. Farjeon. 

94 The Quiet Heart, By Mrs. Oliphant. 

95 Lettice Arnold. By Mrs. Marsh. 

96 Haunted Hearts; or, The Broken Be- 
brothel ay or  prsiee ‘ 

97 Hugh Melton. By Katharine 

98 Alice Learmont. By Miss Mulock: 

99 go eh Bruce’s Lovers. By Mary 


Patrick. 
100 Throw re Fire and Water. By Fred- 


erick Tal 
By Mss Mullock, 


101 Hannah. 
gton. By Charles Reade. 
102 Peg Woffingto By Erskine Boyd. 


103 A Desperate Deed. 
| 104 Shadows on the Snow. By B. 


u. Far- 


105 The Great WMoggarty Diamond. By 
W. M. Thackeray. 


106 anes Dreams to Waking. By E. 
Bou Teh! ! By F. W. Robinson. 
107 Poor Zep y rita 


The Sad Fortunes of the Rev. 
sak Barton. By George Eliot. 


| 109 Breadee ec heese and Kisses. By 
410 zee sp Heir. By Charles 


(441 Emp Brothers Pesto or, Within Six 
Weeks By a wt Carlen. 

Hero. By Miss 
| ii Paul and bi lane eeprom the French of 
{ Bernardin De St. Pierre 
(214 "Prwas In Trafalgar’s Bay. By Wal- 
| ter Besant and James Rice. 
1315 kd Maid of Killeena. By William 


Blac 
116 Hetty. By Henry Kingsley. 
iy Whe Wayside Cross Ma The Raid of 
‘Gomez. By Captain B. 4. Milman. 


t 


hy A 


By. 


Alma’s Disguised 


ife. By My Yi Wife's | 


By the | 


By the author of ‘Dora | 


By Mary 


By C Oliver 
By Annie Thomas. 


118 Khe Vicar of wakondiae 
Goldsmith, 

119 Dianud Mohan. 

120 Thaddeus of Warsaw. By Miss Jaw: 
Porter. 

121 fhe King of No-Land. By B. L, Far- 
jeon. 

122 Lovell, the Widower. By W. M. Thack- 


era, 
123 An Island pia By Bb, L. Farjeon. 


124 Cousin Philli 

125 Leila; or, The Siege of Grenada. By Ed- 
ward Bulwer (Lord Lytton). . 

‘126 When the Ship Comes’ Home, By 
Walter Besant and James Rice, , 

127 One of the oe ee ae ess Payn, 

128 The Birthright, ia 

129 Motherless; or, The varios Beodhicart. 
By Colonel Prentiss Ingraham. 

130 Homeless; or, Two Orphan Girls in New 
York. By Albert W. Aiken. 

131 Sister against Sister; or, The Rivalry of 
Hearts. By Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell. 

132 Sold for Gold; $ or, Almost Lost. By Mrs. 
M. V. Victor. 

133 Lord Roth’s Sin; or, Betrothed at the 
Cradle. By Mrs. Georgiana Dickens. 

134 be He Love Her? By Bartley T. Camp- 
re LL 

135 Sinned Against; or, Almost in His Power. 

By Lillian Lovejoy. 
136 


Pt cell pa His Wite? By Mrs. Mary Reed. 


137 The Village on the Cliff, 
Thackeray, 

138 Poor Valeria! 

Margaret Blount. 

139 Margaret Graham. By G. P. B. James. 

140 Without Mercy. By Bartley T.Campbell. 

141 Honor Bound; or, Sealed to Secrecy. 
Liten Loves" By 

142 Fleeing from Love. By Mrs. Harrie: 
Irving. 

143 Abductedy or, A Wicked Woman's Wor'y. 
By Rett Winwood. 

144 A Strange Marriage; or, John Foster's 
Heiress. By Lillian Lovejoy. ’ 

145 Two Girl's Lives. By Mrs. Mary Rec 
Crowell. 

146 A Desperate Venture}; or, For Love's. 
Own Sake. By Arabella Southworth. 

147 Whe War of Hearts. By Corinne Cush- 
man. 

148 Which Was the Woman ? or, Strangely 
Misjudged. By Sara Claxton. 

149 An Ambitious Girl; or, She Would Be 
An Actress, By Frances elen Davenport, 

150 Love Lord of All3 or, In Her Own at 
Last. By Alice May Fleming. 

151 A Wild Girls or, Love's Glamour, By - 
Corinne Cu shman. 

152 A Mian’s Sacrifice; 
Himself. By Harriet Irving. 


153 Did She Sin? or, A Man's Desperate 
Game. By Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell. 


By Miss) 


or, The Broken Troth- 


or, mt War With 


‘154 He Leves Me Not! or, A Cruel Fake- 


hood. By Lillian Lovejoy. 


155 Winning Ways; or, Kitty Atherton's 
5 Double Troth. By Margaret Blount, 


156 What She Cost Him; or, Crooked Paths. 
By Arabella Southworth. 


157 A Girls Heart. By Rett Winwood. 

158 A Bitter Mistakes or, A Young Girl's 
Folly. By Agnes Mary Shelton. 

159 eee Helen’s Vow; or, The Mother's 
Secret. By the Late Mrs. bh F *, Eliet. 7 

160 Buying a Heart; or, A Fair Martyr, By 
Lillian Lovejoy. 


| 161 an of Pearls; or, Clondsand Sunbeam 


By A. P. Morris, Jr. 
162 a Fateful Game; or, Wedded and Paricu, . 
By Sara Claxton. 
163 The Creole Cousins; or, False as Fair. 
By Philip 8. Warne. 
164 A Secathing Ordeal; or, May Langley ‘se 
Mad Marriage. By Mrs. Georgiana Dickens. 
165 A Strange Girl. A New England Love 
Story. By Albert W. Aiken. 
166 A Man’s Sin. By Rett Winwood. 
167 The Hand of Fate; or, The Wreck of 
Two Lives. By Arabella Southworth, 
168 Two Fair Women, By Wm. M. Turner, 
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